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SOB STORY 


He fought down a hatred at what Bruce Harder 
had inflicted on her. That her being should have 
been subjected to such ghastly attentions, that her 
slim, whipcord body should have been abused, 
her flesh violated, was sickening. But that was 
not all. 

^There was a girl,'' Leigh continued in a Bat 
voice. "A girl who had been around. It didn't take 
her long to figure me out. Oh, well. I expert 
mented. One night she came up from downstairs, 
where Bruce was having one of his parties. First 
thing I knew she was doing some very pleasant 
things to me. I came alive to some of the most 
exquisite sensations I had ever known. All the 
bottled-up love and emotion came out like an 
explosioni" 

A small quake shook her. 

"Just about that time," she said, "Bruce came 
in. It was horrible . • 
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He first met her one afternoon in October as she was 
walking her dogs in Central Park. The dogs caught his 
eye at once—a pair of German shepherds, well-built, 
supple animals, obviously pure-bred. They had the un¬ 
mistakable bearing of dogs which know they are special. 

He shifted his glance to the owner. Standing next to 
a tree, absently whacking at a low-hanging branch with a 
limp leather lead, she was a sUm figure in tweeds, long- 
legged and lithe. A pensive smile hovered on her mouth 
as she stared over the branch into some indefinable 
distance. He knew she was not seeing the wall of sky¬ 
scrapers that rose on every side like turrets. 

She wore low-heeled shoes and wool socks that came 
up to her knees. Under the tweed coat she had on a beige 
turtle-neck sweater. 

Even when he opened \^ith the most transparent of all 
gambits, “Fine dogs you have,” she did not alter her 
expression. Nodding vaguely, not looking at him, she 
continued to slap at the bark. 

He had always half-suspected that girls who walked 
dogs alone in the city were doing it in order to attract 
attention to themselves and to sec how many men would 
try to meet them—dogs and girls, but mainly the girls. 
It was a certain pretentious, show-off attitude, and yet a 
foolproof one, for a woman rarely looks better than when 
striding along behind a good dog. Or two good dogs. 

“Yours?” he asked, feeling that since he had started he 
might as well follow through with the expected chit-chat 

“Yes. Do you like dogs?” 

“Some. Used to have a shepherd myself, but not like 
these. It was just a shepherd.” 

The animals were watching him warily now, snffing at 
him with the open curiosity that only animals have. Evi- 
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dently they liked what they smelled, for they moved on, 
leaving their mistress alone. They moved surely, their 
ears erect, their tails wagging. The late afternoon sun 
shone on their smooth coats. 

“Isn’t it kind of rough?—having dogs in the city, I 
mean.” ^ 

He was in a rut, but he couldn’t help it. Yet he sensed 
in the girl, for an instant, that she did not resent the 
intrusion, that she was almost willing to talk. At first it f 
surprised him, for he had lived often enough in New 
York to know that only professionals talked to strange 
men. Then he remembered that the shepherds both had 
powerful fangs and jaws, good enough to tear a man 
apart in a minute. 

“They are not in the city all the time.” The girl smiled 
her answer to reveal white, even teeth surrounded by a 
mobile, full-lipped mouth. Her complexion was flawlessly 
dark, with only a hint of make-up. Eyes greenish, set 
wide apart and expressive. Dark blonde hair hung lightly 
in tight curls over her ears. The high curves of her cheek¬ 
bones lent her face a faintly Oriental look. 

Under the disguise of the tweeds was a lean, resilient 
body with good legs, compact hips and firm breasts. It 
was pleasant to look at her, so uncomplicated was she. 

No, she was not a pretentious dog-walker after all, and 
he thought it would be nice to look at her for a long time. 

She was still at the tree, rhythmically slapping with the 
leather thong. The dogs busied themselves in the bushes. 

For an instant he envied all of them, mistress and animals, 
their camaraderie. 

In fact, he began to feel that he was butting in, that 
she was. merely tolerating him because she was raised that 
way. He didn’t know what else to say about pets. And 
she was not helping at all. He would have liked to suggest 
a drink or a cup of coffee or a cigarette, but she was not 
the type one picked up just like that. For all her friend¬ 
liness and receptivity, he detected a hard, resisting core 
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of dignity. Class. As pure-bred as her dogs, which in this 
case did not mean an insult. 

“You’re very tanned,” she said suddenly. “Have you 
been in Florida?” She spoke detachedly, politely. 

“No. We—I—got back yesterday from the Near East 
Arabia. Palestine. It gets hot there these , days.” 

“I should imagine.” 

A change seemed to have come over her, as if she were 
a little relieved that he was not an accountant or a street¬ 
car conductor on his day oflf. He was not a New Yorker. 
“Had you been there long?” she asked. 

“Two years. This is the second day of my annual leave. 
I had to come back to the park to see if it had changed.” 

“And has it?” 

He laughed. “Everything else changes, but not Central 
Park. The traffic gets worse and the advertising louder 
and the taxicab drivers nastier—^but the park stays the 
same. Just like when I was a kid. The carousel, the lake, 
the children, the nurses, the zoo. Same camels and seals. 
All the same. Even pretty ladies walking their dogs.” 

“Yes.” Absently again, as though his words had set off 
a chain of thought. “Yes. All the same.” 

“Only the people change,” he said. 

She gave him a detached smile again. “Well, I’m off. 
Jupiterl Carriel” she called in a low, husky voice. The 
dogs responded at once. “It’s been nice talking to you.” 

Already she had dismissed him and was walking away. 

“It has been nice. Perhaps we’ll meet again.” 

“Perhaps. Good-bye.” 

But from the way she said it he knew she didn’t really 
believe it Or care • . . 

“Oh, Qay,” Betsy called from the bathroom. “Would 
you mind digging into the suitcase for some clean you- 
know-whats for me?” 

Clay Gordon rose from the portable typewriter that sat 
on the writing table and crossed the room to the twin 
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beds. On one was an open suitcase with its usual tangle 
of clothing, spilled powder and scented undies. He dipped 
a hand into the mess and came up with a black silk bra 
and matching panties. He went to the half-open door and 
stuck his hand through. 

“I do declare,” his wife’s voice said, ‘^ou are getting 
modest in your old age. Afraid I’ll bite you or some¬ 
thing?” 

Clay chuckled. “Maybe. I’m trying to finish up this 
report for the Old Man and if I get a look at you in 
that tub, ril be the one who’s finished.” 

“How sweet. But why not take the chance? It’s been 
so long since you’ve seen me in a real live tub.” 

He pushed the door open. 

Betsy was just emerging and reaching for a towel. She 
made a face at him. “Too late.” She vigorously rubbed 
the towel to her wet skin. It was nice skin. Excellent skin. 
And bones and everything else. For a girl only five-two 
and weighing just over a hundred pounds she was gen¬ 
erously endowed with voluptuous lines. Damp brown 
hair clung to her skull and neatly framed a pretty face, 
puckish. Her breasts were cleanly round with droplets of 
water dripping off the pink tips. They were young, 
proud breasts that failed to yield and were without a hint 
of a sag. 

Amazing, Clay Gordon thought, in view of the fact 
that they had been subjected to some rather spirited love- 
making over the past year. But then Betsy was only 
twenty-one, very close to her physical peak. 

It occurred to him that he was very lucky to have 
Betsy as a wife. 

Nearly dry now, she took her lingerie from him and 
waited. So he fell into his part in the old rite of leering 
at her—silently whistling at her smooth, unlined waist 
and the slim taper of her legs. It was amusing to see 
how the sun had browned her arms, legs and neck and 
midriff, offering a marked contrast to the more seques- 
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tered parts of her anatomy, making her look as if she 
were perpetually clad in a white two-piece bathing suit. 

Still wet, she neared him, stood on tiptoe and cupped 
his face in her hands. “Clay Gordon, you big galoot 
I love you. Know that? Even when you work too hard 
and don’t pay any attention to the prettiest little wife 
you ever had.” 

Her lips were bath-warm on his mouth. The slim 
damp length of her body brushed his. “Why don’t you 
call the cops?” He grinned. 

“Who wants a cop? Tell you what—if you promise to 
be good I’ll close the door and dress in here.” 

“And if I promise to be bad?” 

“Why, ru dress in the room, of course. Dope.” 

Clay shook his head in mock exasperation. At times 
the ten-year disparity in their ages was like a yawning 
canyon. But often, like now, she could make him feel 
even younger than she was. 

“I’ll compromise,” he said. “I’ll be good ’n bad.” 

“Oho,” she chortled. “That’s an empty threat.” 

“You’U see.” 

Betsy turned to the tub and released the plug. Clay 
went back to the room. He sat down before the typewriter 
again and stared at the half-typed page in the carriage. 
It was a report, all right. The Old Man always demanded 
that each of his men, on their return from overseas, file 
one. Just as if he hadn’t been getting daily dispatches for 
the past seven hundred days. Probably wanted them for 
front-page editorials—or to read in the John. 

But it was not the report that gnawed at him now, al¬ 
though he could easily let Betsy think so. Actually he 
could do the report blindfolded with mittens on his hands. 

It was Betsy. 

After one whole year they were at last back in the 
States and she was ready to kick up her heels and have 
a good time. And here he was slowly sinking into a torpor, 
one of his grey somnolent moods of semi-depression that 
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seized him every so often. She had gone through the mess 
of Iran and Turkey and Greece and the rest without one 
complaint. She at least deserved someone half-conscious. 
She was still young, and weren’t they in lov6? 

Well—weren’t they? 

He caught a glimpse of her through the open door, 
one foot propped on the edge of the tub, as she dried 
her toes. Something in the view caught at his heart. Was 
he too old for her after all? 

When she came out, with the towel wrapped reVealingly 
around her, Clay had turned back to the typewriter. She 
approached him, walking on tiptoe. She ran her fingers 
through his hair and tickled his neck. ^ 

“Old sourpuss at the typewriter again. The Old Man,” 
she sniffed. “How about the Young Woman?” 

“How about the Big Paycheck?” 

“How about where you went this afternoon when I 
was asleep all alone in this big hotel.” 

“The park, that’s how about. I went over to Central 
Park and took myself a walk.” 

“Dam it Why didn’t you tell me. I would like to have 
gone, too. Meet anybody interesting?” 

Clay hesitated a fraction of a second. “No,” he said, 
and immediately wondered why he didn’t tell her about 
the girl with the dogs. 

Betsy made a sound that meant she was displeased, but 
at the same time she placed her lips to his ear and mois¬ 
tened the shell with her tongue. Clay shivered. He grunted, 
swung around and caught her by the waist and pulled 
her to his lap. Then he implanted a very sound and fierce 
kiss on the laughing mouth. For a moment she struggled 
against his strength, giggling and thrusting with her legs.’ 
Clay held her firmly. 

Abruptly she ceased and was warmly limp in his arms, 
pressing closely and eagerly. His hands found the familiar 
contours and caressed them knowingly vdth the gentle 
touch of a considerate lover. 
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When he stood up he had his wife cradled in his arms, 
a delicious burden. It was a scene they had enacted a 
hundred times before, but it was as fresh now and 
enticing as the first time. With infinite care and tenderness 
he carried her to the bed and lowered her to it. 

She looked up at him, eyes befogged with love. She 
watched him tug at his belt. “We’ll be later for the dinner 
party,” she murmured coyly. 

Clay shrugged. “In that case—He began to tighten 
the belt again. 

A small, strong hand snatched at it. “Don’t listen to 
me,” Betsy said. “Don’t you know I’m a terrible liar? 
Phooey to the dinner party.” 

“Phooey to the Old Man, too?” 

“For now—^phooey to everybody . . . except us . . 

He sank to her side, seeking the fresh, fragrant flesh. 
Tasting the breasts that were the same as yesterday but 
never quite the same. He felt the youthful form arch 
hungrily to him, meeting him halfway. 

“Oh, my darling,” Betsy breathed hoarsely. “I do love 
you so. I do. You’ll never get bored or tired of me, 
will you?” 

“Never,” he said. 

Soft arms came around him, drawing him closer, until 
they seemed to be but one body with a single heartbeat. 

“I’m so afraid,” she said. “Ever since we landed yester¬ 
day I’ve been afraid. The city is so big and there are 
so many people. We were almost always alone over there. 

I had you all to myself. Don’t leave me alone for a single 
minute tonight, Clay. Promise?” 

“I promise,” he said huskily. 

“It’s silly of me, darling, but all of a sudden I wish 
we were on the ship again going back. Anywhere. Just 
going back.” 

His hands slid down her slim spine to the sweet curve 
of her hips. In the dimness his fingers seemed to have^ 
eyes. “It is silly. We just got here. 1 thought you wanted 
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to have fun and see people, lefties, it’ll only be for a 
month. We can go to Minnesota and see the folks. Before 
we know it, it will be time.” 

“I hope so,” Betsy said in a half-sobbing voice. She 
embraced him almost angrily and rained kisses on his 
face. “I hope so.” 

Just before they sank into the delightfully spinning 
world they had created for themselves, Clay felt another 
dagger probe at his mind. 

Why had he lied to his wife about the girl in the park? 

The Old Man was not really old—he had just retained 
the name from his army days and reapplied it in the 
civilian world, and somehow it fitted perfectly. The 
transition took place with the precision of newly oiled 
gears. Bartley Harder knew how to do things. 

Among the things he knew how to do was keeping 
his underlings contented. As head of the Harder Wire 
Services he had a vast network of correspondents who 
roamed the globe for eye-witness accounts of the events 
that make news and history. Bart Harder thought of 
himself, therefore, as a public servant. 

To keep the organization humming he paid his people 
exorbitant salaries, supplied them with unlimited expense 
accounts and backed them up, whenever they were in 
trouble, with enormous influence and a fortune that 
resembled the national debt in size. 

In a way, this was slavery. All the good things showered 
on the people from above deadened their free will and 
prevented them from nosing around for better jobs. 
There simply weren’t any better jobs than with the Harder 
Wire Services. Eventually, if you worked there long 
enough, you became very chauvinistic and defensive about 
the place, going about with your own peculiar inverted 
pride. And you rather despised yourself for it. Some 
soreheads had described working for Bart Harder as 
“living in a benevolent despotism.” 




CHEATING WIVES 13 

By giving his overseas workers a month’s leave every 
year he was able to hold good men in locations which 
were notorious for their turnover of personnel. And when 
they came home he usually threw an intimate dinner party 
for the returning hero. Intimate meant families, key staff 
members, close friends and whatever prominent figures 
happened to be in town that day. Needless to say, the 
guest of honor was usually asked to say a few off-the-ci^ 
words about his own personal views of the situation in 
Finland or Kenya or Indo-China or wherever. Con¬ 
sequently, invitations to these dinners, no matter who 
the honored returnee was, were highly prized. 

The Harder duplex on Park Avenue—he was dickering 
for a bigger and better place on Fifth—with its five bed¬ 
rooms, sunken living room, dining room on the terrace 
and assorted cubicles, was ideal for impressive social 
functions. Invariably, enough experts and pseudo-experts 
were on hand to insure lively—if not violent—discussions 
on the status of the British oil dispute in the ^ddle 
East, the chances of Khrushchev in the Kremlin, the 
power of the H-Bomb, the possibilities of certain well- 
known ladies of the entertainment world. 

Bart Harder took great pride in his guests, his employ¬ 
ees, his cuisine, his wife, his daughter, his position, his 
prestige, his looks, his down-to-earth personality, his 
charm, his virility and his powers as a raconteur. 

In short, he was a bore. 

But as far as the breadwinners were concerned, they 
knew they bad to dance at the royal summons or risk 
court ifisfavot which often could mean dismissal and 
blackballing in the profession. 

The royal summons could also issue from Mrs. Harder, 
However, to the infinite relief of many, Joyce Harder did 
not take a fancy to all the correspondents. Just some. 
Which made it kind of a suspenseful guessing-game. Men 
who had covered civil wars, assassinations and sound- 
barrier breakings trembled at the thought of catching 
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Joyce Harder’s eye. Of course none ever really died, but 
many said they would prefer to face death again than have 
to be the object of her passions. 

She had learned that manuever when Bart was a briga¬ 
dier general during the war, a commanding oflBcer of a 
small post in the West. All the young officers who ex¬ 
pected to get anywhere had first to pass the inspection of 
the general’s wife. Of course the general didn’t care—he 
was busy reminding the young wives of the young officers 
that they could do a great deal for their husbands—if they 
did as they were told and obeyed the CO. 

So it went. A very compatible arrangement, a partner¬ 
ship, so to speak. With it, Bart Harder had amassed a for¬ 
tune, created an empire and satisfied his libido. 

The first thing Qay Gordon noticed as he and his wife 
were shown into the duplex by the butler were two Ger¬ 
man shepherds. They lay crcfuched side-by-side in the 
foyer—^heads alert, ears erect, tails motionless, eyes 
watchful. 

As he walked past them just behind Betsy, Qay could 
not resist stooping to pat the larger dog. “Hey, Jupiter,” 
he whispered, scratching the thick ruff of the neck. 

The dog’s tail thumped happily and the head lifted. 

“Friend of yours?” Betsy asked over her shoulder. “Or 
one of the editors?” 

Clay felt his face grow red. “Huh? Yes. Yes. Me and 
dogs, you know,” 

Betsy turned to give him a queer look and she almost 
tripped over a step, A moment later the butler was an¬ 
nouncing them and they were caught up in the modulated 
swirl of pre-dinner cocktails. A babble of voices and cul¬ 
tivated laughter. The whiskey flowed like a miniature 
Niagara. 

Qay shook hands with everyone and chuckled appreci¬ 
atively at the Old Man’s jokes and grimly accepted Joyce’s 
compliments on how well he looked. It was not that Joyce 
wasn’t attractive enough—she was, and looked a good ten 



I 


CHEATING WIVES 15 

years younger than her forty-four years. It was that she 
always seemed to wear gowns that were cut to her waist, 
exposing magnanimous portions of her superb breasts. 
And that she had a predilection for making her most 
blatant passes at you when within earshot of Bart. W^at 
could you do? Go ahead and accept it and set the time 
and place—and thereby risk being clobbered by the Old 
Man? Or brush her off and take the chance that Joyce 
would turn in a negative report to her husband? 

The less Clay saw of Joyce at the party, the better he 

11^^ . . . j ri. 

At first Betsy stuck close to him, holding his hand like 
a scared kid at a circus, yet managing to keep up the con¬ 
versation, knowing that she was as much on trial as Clay. 
Finally Bartley broke them up by herding her into a cor¬ 
ner where a senator and a magaz'me publisher proceeded 
to tell her what a fine writer her husband was—and vie 
with one another to get close enough for a quick bit of 
knee-rubbing. 

Betsy, for all her youth, was adept at such maneuvers 
and sidestepped the men neatly, all the while not in any 
way harming Gay’s stock with the company. 

Gay was proud of her. Not only because she was the 
best-looking woman present, but because he could feel her 
love across the room and the people and the words. They 
were separated only by space—not mentally. It made him 
feel oddly warm inside—and a little guilty. 

Altogether there were some twenty-five people present 
One by one or in groups they all approached Clay to ask 
his considered opinion on the matters in the Middle East 

_if war were imminent, if the Arabs and Jews would ever 

get together. And then before he could answer they were 
telling him what they thought. 

At last he got the hang of it and would merely utter a 
few perfunctory words and wait for someone else to catch 
the ball and throw it back. That way he was able to appear 
wise and profound and still do his own thinking. 
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' He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror over the 
fireplace. A slender, wiry man, a little over average height, 
with a face too thin, burned to a rich mahogany color by 
the sun, the same sun which had bleached much of his 
cropped hair blond. Blue eyes, slightly aquiline nose, thin, 
wide mouth. Below was a flat, hard-muscled torso, with 
I the good shoulders of an ex-military man. Not a handsome 
man, but one with a pleasant enough appearance not to 
I scare off any woman who might take an interest. 

Right now he looked like a tired man. The past three 
days had been hectic, starting with the flight from Istanbul 
to Cairo, from there to Rome and thence to Paris and 
then the final long leg to International Airport in New 
York. He had never been able to sleep on planes and 
envied Betsy’s ability to curi up like a kitten and doze at 
a moment’s notice, to wake up bright and fresh as a 
spring rain. That was why, still tense from the trip, he had 
been unable to sleep at the hotel and had taken the walk 
in the park. 

I Bart Harder’s voice penetrated gruffly. “Might as well 
go in to dinner, folks. My daughter’s arrived, so the clan 
is gathered.” He spread his arms out expansively to 
include everyone in the invitation. 

The party broke up and made its way into the dining 
room. There a long table laden with fine china and silver 
and three candelabra awaited them. Four servants stood 
poised, ready to move into action. 

In the other doorway at the end of the dining room was 
a young woman. Caught in the candlelight, her bared 
shoulders gleamed provocatively in the gloom. With a cer¬ 
tain majesty she moved forward to greet them, a smile 
lingering on her lovely face. Dark hair shone smoothly. 

“Ah, Leigh,” Bart Harder boomed. “My daughter, 
ladies and gentlemen.” He met the girl halfway and led 
her by the hand to the knot of guests. 

Clay Gordon closed his eyes briefly and then opened 
them. It was no apparition. The girl was real Now she 
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didn’t wear tweeds or a turtleneck sweater or slap at a tree 
with a leather thong. Now she was as ravishing a creature 
as he had ever seen. 

This was the girl in the park. And he realized what had 
happened, why he had been bothered ever since their 
chance meeting. 

He had fallen in love—with the Old Man’s daughter. 

2 

The dinner was the most sumptuous repast either Clay 
or his wife had experienced in months. The cook had 
whipped up a series of memorable masterpieces. 

The <gfmtine arrangement had Betsy at Bart’s right hand 
and Clay at Joyce’s. On Clay’s left was Leigh Harder. 
Now and then he caught Betsy glancing at him in that 
secret way that told him she was thinking about what they 
had been doing less than two hours before. Clay would 
grin back and shift restlessly in his chair. But his mind was 
not so much on the food or on his wife as it was on the 
girl next to him. 

Mrs. Harder was doing her best to compete with her 
daughter, as far as allowing her full breasts to rest solidly 
on the tabletop. She told Clay what a wonderful job he 
had been doing and how much she admired his work and 
wouldn’t he like to come over for cocktails one afternoon 
soon—^providing, of course, that her old ogre of a hus¬ 
band would let him? This last was offered with a roguish 
roll of the eyes that fooled no one. 

Meanwhile Leigh Harder murmured polite comments 
on the food and the weather and seemed terribly absorbed 
in the conversation coming her way from the senator. 

Dizzily, Clay attended to his eating. Neither he nor 
Leigh had betrayed any sign of recognition, as if their 
meeting had been clandestine in a dingy hotel room. When 
he had seen the dogs and guessed that their owner was 
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somewhere in the vicinity, he had sworn to himself that 
he would bring it out in the open so everyone could have 
a big laugh over it. But he had been incapable of it. At 
times he felt that it was up to Leigh. Then he realized 
that he was the married one, not she, and he had to set 
the pace. 

He set it, all right—^by not saying a word. And thereby 
kept the encounter in the park a hidden thing. For now he 
could not mention it even casually to Betsy because she 
would certainly wonder why in hell he had kept so quiet 
about it. 

Well, why had he? 

He knew why. As he cut a piece of roast beef he knew 
that he had never been hit so hard on first sight as he had 
that afternoon. He was still reeling from the impact—and 
to have the girl herself appear next to him that very night 
was staggering. 

Occasionally their elbows touched and he nearly 
jumped with the contact. When he lowered his eyes to 
his plate he was able to shift them to better examine 
Leigh. Like her mother, she wore a decollete gown, but 
she had the shoulders and back for it. She also had the 
breasts for it. They rose almost daringly from the depths, 
with a faint wisp of a silken bit visible. They were so clean 
and pure and white that not even the recollection of his 
wife’s superlative body in the bath could negate them. Her 
arms were bare and the faint airy hairs on them were sun- 
whitened. Long slender fingers and small but strong wrists 
added to the picture. 

When he dared to meet her gaze, he detected the flicker 
of amusement he had seen earlier. Her left eyebrow went 
up just a millionth of an inch. 

At last he could bear it no longer. 

In a low voice he said, “Would I be gauche if I made 
the obvious comment?” 

“Not at all. The world is small. People are always 
running into people.” 
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“Did you know who I was this afternoon?’ he asked. 
“No. Daddy never tells me about his guests of honor. 

Are you sorry?” 

“Yes and no. I never thought I would see you again. 
And I had mixed emotions.” 

“Your wife is very attractive.” 

Qay looked up at Betsy, who wrinkled her nose at him 
as she daintily speared some meat and ate it Yes, ne 

said. “She is.” 

“Are you happy with her?” 

“Very. May I talk to you later?” 

“Why not?” Leigh shrugged, smiling for the rest, i 
always have to endure these affairs till the last gun is fired. 

Filial devotion.** _ 

“Don’t you want to? What’s to prevent you from gomg ^ 

off—^with the dogs, for instance?” „ 

“A lot of things. You see, I am not exacUy Bartley s 

daughter. I’m his daughter-in-law.” 

A steel heel jammed itself into Clay s stomach. Oh.^ 
***“No, you don’t see. Perhaps I’ll tell you about it—if 

^''’Vrr.T’io he». You're Ure most be»iu*ing 

woman I’ve ever seen.” 

“More potatoes, Mr. Gordon?” Leigh smirked. 

Far below, the lights of the city made a miniature toy- 
land with strings of tiny pearls. The mght mr was chiU. 
Clav accustomed to the desert heat, shivere . ,, 

Uigh smiled at him. Despite the fact that 
were Sre, she betrayed no signs of bemg cold. The h^ts 
beWnd her glowed on her tawny flesh, sending a teasing 
shaft of darkness into her bodice. Qay looked 
“You’re shivering, Mr. Gordon,” Leigh comm 

' “From the cold?” ,. . . 

“Among other things, yes.” Glancing over shoulder 

he could see the others inside. Betsy in the nuddle of a 
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group of men in the library—the flame and the moths. Her 
pert features were animated, her eyes sparkling, and she 
laughed easily and often. This was what she needed, all 
right—people and conversation and jokes. Her fears of 
the afternoon were obviously groundless. Once she got 
used to the idea of being back in civilization she would 
be less skittish. 

But would he? 

Clay’s jaw muscles ached with strain as he fought to 
keep his self-control. Leigh’s nearness was like a series of 
electric charges coursing through his body. Yet not three 
houre earlier he had been enmeshed in the deliciously 
familiar embrace of his wife—and now should be still full 
of the satiation she had given him. It was as if he could 
feel the rhythmic pulsating of her young form against his 
ch,est. 

Did that mean then that the enormous attraction he 
felt for the girl at his side was dispassionate? That the rap¬ 
port was primarily mental? How then could he explain 
the inordinate interest he had in her exposed flesh? 

“Should we go inside?” Leigh asked suddenly. 

“1 beg your pardon?” 

White teeth caught the light. “You seem to have strayed 
away. I thought you might be bored.” 

“No! I’m known to lapse into silences for no visible 
reason. The Oriental influence, I guess.” He grinned reas¬ 
suringly. “As a matter of fact, I find myself wanting to talk 
to you, to tell you everything that has ever happened to 
me. Then I feel that it is totally unnecessary—I think you 
already know me.” He shrugged. “Does that make sense?” 

“No. But I don’t want you to make sense. Clay. If it 
will make you feel any better, the same goes for me. As 
if I have no secrets from you. And one more thinp _” 

“Yes?” 

“Right now—this very instant—there is nothing I want 
more than to have you take me into your arms and kiss 
me. Kiss me very hard and very viciously.” 
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Leigh was facing the parapet, her profile etched 
creamily in the darkness, eyes closed, spine stiff. In sil¬ 
houette, her breasts rose and fell roundly. Pressed to 
the concrete r ailin g, her abdomen was indented smoothly 
under the sheath of her gown. From the bottom a high- 
heeled foot appeared. The sight of it peeking out was to 
Clay an excitingly intimate thing. Even the exposure of 
Betsy’s entire body rarely held such ecstatic promise for 
him. 

He realized his nails were digging into his palms. “Let 
me tell you about the political situation in Terehan,” he 
mumbled with difficulty. “No. Don’t move. Don’t go. Stay 
there. People are watching.” 

Her lips were parted and she was breathing like a 
runner after an arduous race. Her hands were flat on the 
parapet. 

“This is fantastic,” Qay said. “Things like this don’t 
happen. We’re two grown people who’ve logged a lot of 
miles. There is no such thing as love at first sight. Isn’t 
that true?” 

“Yes,” she replied softly. “That’s true.” 

“Close your eyes,” he commanded. “Pretend I have 
taken you in my arms and that I am kissing you and 
touching your hair and that there is no one else here and 
that we are alone. Can you pretend that?” 

“No,” she said, “I can’t pretend that.” 

He forced himself to smile for the benefit of the people 
in the library—^just as he forced himself not to touch her. 

In the library, Betsy Gordon looked past the ruddy 
bulbous features of the senator and through the French 
doors to the terrace. Clay was there, trim and neat in his 
dinner clothes, his head inclined as if to hear what the 
girl was saying. Obviously he was having a boring time 
of it, talking to the dead-pan daughter-in-law of Bartley 
Harder. Poor Clay. Always earning his salary, one way or 
another. Well, she would try to make it easier this time by 
being cordial to the others. 


▲ 
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She had not worn a floor-length gown as Leigh and 
Mrs. Harder had—simply because she did not have one. 
But as she sat trying to be attentive to the conversation 
boiling around her, she felt quite secure in the black dress 
with the square-cut bodice and the pinched waist and 
flared skirt. Clay had picked it up for her on impulse dur¬ 
ing a trip to Rome and she liked it for its youthful sexi¬ 
ness. Not flashy, it nevertheless flattered her lines, allow¬ 
ing her young bosom to be seen without undue immodesty. 

And it was not so long that it covered her legs, which 
were—she knew without conceit—not bad. They were 
crossed now and she would have had to be blind not to be 
aware of the glances of the men. After a year in lands 
where the men stared either in slobbering lust or with 
malicious envy, it was pleasant to be studied by men who 
seemed to have innate respect for women. But not so 
much respect that they rendered the woman sexless. Not 
at all. It was in the air in this lush apartment. The women 
consciously showed off, the men weighed them with 
experienced eyes. 

Oh, the men were all right—^terribly interesting and 
witty and even attractive, in their middle-aged way. How¬ 
ever, not one could hold a candle to Clay. Just remem¬ 
bering the joy of the early evening when she had leased 
him into bed was sufiBcient to make Betsy shiver inwardly. 
Very slightly she flexed her thigh muscles, as if to re-feel 
his presence there. Under the confines of her bra her 
breasts were firming and she could feel a hot flush creep 
into her face. 

How awful she must be—sitting here with all these 
people and thinking about making love! 

The twinge of guilt passed in an instant, though. What 
was sinful about such thoughts? Weren’t husbands and 
wives supposed to dwell on each other occasionally? She 
was sorely tempted to glance at her wrist watch. The rest¬ 
lessness in her was increasing aiKl she wondered how long 
it would be before she and Clay were alone again. 
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“Penny for your thoughts, my dear,"’ Bartley Harder 
said gruflSy at her shoulder. 

Betsy blushed. “Oh—oh,” she stammered, “I was just 
thinking how wonderful it is to be back in the States again. 
It was such fun to see how the rest of the world lives, but 
this is home.” 

The senator, overhearing, leaned over to comment. 
“Speaking candidly, Mrs. Gordon, I would say that Amer¬ 
ica is, right now, going through an era that other nations 
will go through fifty years from now.” 

The senator’s voice was melodious and resonant and 
he used it much as a lovely woman might use her face or a 
strong man his muscles. He watched her, evidently study¬ 
ing the reaction it had on her. 

Betsy smiled her appreciation of his attention. A sena¬ 
tor, no less. Yet she detected that dog-in-heat air about 
him also. A senator, indeed. 

For a time the conversation centered on the various 
opinions of the state of the world, future wars, foreign aid 
and the behavior of Americans in Europe. Betsy found 
that it was heavy going. She had only recently left that 
atmosphere and would have liked to have talked about 
the new plays or books or just plain gossip. 

Therefore she was relieved when she saw Joyce Harder 
approach. 

“You men,” Joyce announced a little drunkenly, “have 
monopolized Mrs. Gordon—Betsy—long enough. It’s 
time she had a little female chatter. Come along, dear, 
and we’ll let these gorillas settle the earth’s problems on 
their own time.” 

She took one of Betsy’s hands and tugged her away. 
Several other wives and girl friends clucked approvingly, 
as though eager to get at the newcomer. But Joyce had 
her own plans. 

“The young Mrs. Gordon and I are going to chat pri¬ 
vately for a minute or two, if you girls don’t mind. We’ll 
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be right back—but I have a suspicion that I can do her a 
good turn.” 

Without Waiting for argument she led Betsy out of the 
library and through the carpeted hallway and pushed open 
a door. It was a bedroom, a pink and glass and frilly room 
with a huge square bed and three full-length mirrors. Betsy 
blinked. It had been a long time since she had seen any¬ 
thing quite so feminine and dainty. Iran had nothing to 
match this. 

Joyce stopped in the middle of the room and faced her 
with a thoughtful expression on her handsome features. • 
With hands on her shoulders she turned Betsy first one - J 
way and then the other, running her eyes over her. ^ 

“Hmmm. I thought so.” 

“Thought so, what?” Betsy asked. 

“That you were just about my size. Except for here, of 
course.” Mrs. Harder placed a hand on her bosom. “But 
that may come in time,” she added with a smile. “No. 

What I had in mind, Betsy, was that you are probably 
traveling very light and don’t have nearly enough clothes. 

Well, it so happens I have closets just full. And drawers. 

And trunks. Tons of stuff that I never wear. Now, you 
won’t be offended if I ask you to take some of them off 
my hands, will you?” 

Betsy was so stunned she could not reply. To have Mr. 
Harder’s wife take a personal interest in her was dum- 
founding enough, but to be offered some of her own 
things was almost too much. “But Mrs. Harder, 1 just 
couldn’t. Surely—” 

“Nonsense, dear. This isn’t charity or anything else. 
Look.” She went to a mahogany bureau, yanked open a 
drawer and hurled a handful of lingerie on the bed. Bras, 
girdles, panties, petticoats, and slips made a slippery tan¬ 
gle on the cover. There were a few sheer black nylons as 
well. 

Betsy stared. 

“See? And here.” Joyce pushed aside a sliding door to 
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reveal a closet that took up half a wall. There, hung in 
neat rows, were a score of dresses, gowns, frocks and 
suits. “I couldn’t wear all these in a year. Honestly. It 
would be a very great favor to me if you would take some. 
Please, Betsy.” 

This last was accompanied by an enchanting smile. 
Betsy smiled back. It was true that there was not much 
difference in their sizes, and where there was the things 
could be altered. Standing straddle-legged, Joyce Harder 
presented a trim, slim picture of the well-dressed New 
York society woman. Betsy, having met such creatures 
only via movie screens and TV sets, was impressed. Good 
legs were set off beautifully by expensive toe-less high 
heels, the dark hair perfectly coiffed, make-up put on 
without a flaw. Joyce Harder certainly didn’t look her 
age. And her hips didn’t give it away, either. They were a 
compact package no larger than Betsy’s own. 

“WeU—” 

“Grand. That’s what I thought,” Joyce enthused. “Want 
to try something on now? Sure, come on. The party’ll get 
along without us for a while.” She plucked a high-fashion 
strapless from a hanger and slung it over one arm. 

“Right now?” Betsy inquired hesitantly. To undress in 
front of an almost total stranger was somehow indecent. 
Yet Joyce was not about to leave the room, and to ask 
her to would be insulting. Betsy had little choice. 

“Might as well.” The older woman’s voice was strangely 
hoarse and Betsy wondered if she had had too much to 
drink. She stooped, crossed her arms, and drew her dress 
up over her head, then put it on the bed and reached for 
the strapless. 

“Hmmm.” Joyce looked at her. “I doubt if this bit wiU 
go on over a petticoat and bra.” 

“No, of course not.” Feeling oddly embarrassed, Betsy 
reached back and released her bra strap. Then she slipped 
out of the petticoat. She was wearing the white panties 
Clay had given to her in the hotel so long ago. They had 
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satin garter straps that held her stockings in place. Sur¬ 
rounded as she was by all this pink and glass, Betsy felt 
those pants fit right in, making her feel as though she 
were a model in some Dior dressing room. 

Then she noticed a curious thing. Joyce Harder was 
watching her with a disturbing intensity. The gown was 
forgotten over her arm. The direction of her gaze was not 
on Betsy’s face—but on her breasts! And lower. Yet it 
was not a gaze calculated to guess her measurements or 
judge the fit of her lingerie or hosiery. It was a strangely 
hungry, strangely masculine look. The men in the other 
room, for instance, bad looked at her similarly. 

But one expects men to stare like that. 

She didn’t know what to do, for Joyce made no move 
to hand her the beautiful black strapless. A somnambulis¬ 
tic expression had fixed itself on the woman’s face and she 
appeared to be in a trance. But why? Surely a woman 
her age had seen naked girls before. 

Betsy broke the spell by taking the gown from Joyce’s 
arm. 

The older woman smiled oddly. “You do have a lovely 
body, my dear,” she said almost in a whisper. “So young 
and fresh and firm. You should be proud of it.” 

“I’ll get by with a good push,” Betsy said lightly, mask¬ 
ing her apprehension. She was anxious to get clothed now, 
to escape Joyce’s* penetrating eyes. She stepped into the 
gown, one foot at a time, and struggled to pull it up. 

Then Joyce was there, behind her, offering her hands 
to the zipper that went vertically up the spine. Her palms 
slid swiftly over Betsy’s back and around until they were 
nearly cupping her breasts. 

Betsy spun away with a laugh. “I can do the rest,” she 
said. 

Joyce watched as Betsy adjusted the bodice, fitting her 
breasts into the boned receptacles. As Joyce had told her, 
the top was too roomy and the gown slipped down danger¬ 
ously. The woman came around and inserted deft fingers 
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into then top, pulling upward. “Hmmra. I was afraid of 
that. But a couple of tucks in the right places will fix it in 
no time.” Her slim hands paused against the tender flesh. 

Fear danced through Betsy. Something was really out of 
kilter here. No chance acquaintance had ever behaved so 
intimately with her before—and she didn’t like it. But in 
another way it was oddly exciting. Sparks seemed to spurt 
from Joyce’s hands, warming her breasts. And the woman 
appeared to be having a difficult time controlling her 
hands—and her eyes. 

Determinedly Betsy walked to a mirror and pretended 
to look at herself. Actually, she was a little dizzy and full 
of panic to get out of this room that had suddenly become 
a prison, with Joyce Harder as the guard. Then she saw 
that there was a draped door which had not been opened. 

“Oh. Where does that lead?” 

“Just to the terrace,” Joyce said in a dead voice. 

“How nice. I’d like to see it.” She didn’t wait for per¬ 
mission but walked quickly and pulled the door open. 
The night air flooded in and licked coldly at her flesh. It 
seemed to wash away the burning touch of Joyce’s fingers 
and Betsy stepped out into the darkness like a diver plung¬ 
ing into a pool. Joyce did not follow her but remained 
behind, not moving. 

The chilliness cleared Betsy’s head and she went to the 
rail. The city lay far below and she could hear the motors 
and the horns. To the right, far off, rose the red-lighted 
tower of the Empire State Building. It looked very small 
in the darkness. To the left was—to the left was— 

The terrace stretched to the left along the rim of the 
Harder duplex, long and dark, with potted palms and a 
few chairs and tables. And two people. She could see them 
outlined in shadow halfway down, just out of the light 
from the library. Two people. One of them moved and in 
the resultant light she saw it was a man—^wearing dinner 
clothes. The other a woman—with tawny flesh that shone 
warmly even in the dimness. 
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Suddenly they were not two people any longer—they 
were one. The shadows merged into'a solid mass. 

Betsy stopped breathing. It was eerie to see her hus¬ 
band losing another woman. It was as though she were 
watching herself being kissed—^yet it was not her, it was 
someone else. It was Leigh Harder. 

For a long time the shadow remained immobile. Then 
it parted halfway and the girl was looking up at Clay’s 
face, not speaking. 

Feeling as if she had chanced on a terribly private and 
sacrosanct scene in the house of a friend, Betsy backed 
toward the door to Joyce’s room. A moment later she was 
inside, closing out the terrace behind her. 

Joyce was at the dressing table, putting on lipstick. 
“Quite chilly out there, isn’t it?” she remarked, just as 
though she had not put on her remarkable performance 
earlier. 

“Yes,” Betsy said in a voice she did not recognize. “It 
is quite chilly.” 


3 

The ride home in the cab was conducted in strained 
silence. Husband and wife sat in far comers of the back 
seat as though a steel wall had dropped between them. 
Half a dozen times Clay began to speak, but sensing a 
certain tautness in Betsy he held back. And he had the 
impression that she was going through the identical 
struggle. Her gloved hands were crossed in her lap and 
she stared fixedly at the back of the driver’s neck. It was 
not a very attractive neck and he suspected that she 
thought so also, but was purposefully studying it in order 
to avoid talking to him. 

He knew it was his place to break the ice but could not 
bring himself to it. Leigh’s kiss was still warm on his lips; 
he was afraid if he spoke it would disappear and he ^d 
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not want it to go away. He wanted it to remain, bura- 
ingly, memorably, just as he wanted his clothes to retain 
the faint scent of her perfume. 

Only after the taxi halted in front of their hotel and he 
paid the cabbie did words finally break through. 

“Nice party,” he said a litde hoarsely. 

“Yes. Grand,” Betsy replied distantly. 

“Have a good time?” 

“Delightful. I’m speechless. And you?” 

“Same old thing. Glad it’s over. Can’t wait until I get 
out of this monkey suit.” 

They went into the lobby. Qay picked up the key and 
then they entered the elevator, operated by a sleepy grey¬ 
haired man in a rumpled uniform. They did not talk all 
the way up as Betsy gazed steadily at the back of the 
operator’s hairy neck. 

Qay held the door open to allow her to go into the 
room. “Well, I was afraid of this,” he said, once inside. 

“Afraid of what?” his wife said. A tightness was in her 
voice. 

“Of the Old Man and his whims. He’s got me sched¬ 
uled for a speech tomorrow at the Journalists Qub,” 
Clay took off his jacket and flung it onto a chair. “I 
mi^t have guessed it. He always has his boys make 
personal appearances when they get back from the wars 
so that the Bartley correspondents can make sage predic¬ 
tions for the other wire services to use. It’s a pain in the 
neck.” 

Now that the curtain had lifted he found he could 
talk easily and wanted to go on. The strain seemed to 
have faded and Betsy was relaxing. Better to chat about 
this than to rehash the party. “Lord knows what I’ll talk 
about. They’ve all heard it before and unless I can give 
them some gossip or prophesy war in six months they’ll 
laugh me right off the rostrum.” 

He pulled his bow tie apart and dropped it on the bed. 
“Say, is anything wrong?” 
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Betsy had gone to the window without shedding her 
wrap and was looking out at the night. “Why, no,” she 
answered, too quickly. “I thought perhaps something had 
gone wrong with you. That maybe I had said something.” 

“No, it wasn’t that at all. I was so disturbed by Har¬ 
der’s bombshell I didn’t want to upset you, too.” 

Amazing how easy it was to lie, he thought 

“Is that all?” 

Deep within him there stirred an idea that her question 
was loaded, as though she were inviting him to tell more, 
to tell exactly what had been eating him. But how could 
she possibly know about Leigh Harder? As far as she was 
concerned he had spent an hour talking with the boss’s 
daughter-in-law about trivia. Did he dare take the chance 
and tell her? But then he had not told her about the 
meeting in the park, either. One would lead to another 
and conceivably start a chain reaction which she would 
inevitably decipher as an attempt on his part to shield a 
relationship with Leigh that didn’t exist. 

Or did it? 

“That’s all. Besides, parties bore me. You know that.” 

It was out. The opening she had given him was lost 
From now on he was alone. 

“I thought Leigh Harder rather attractive,” Betsy mur¬ 
mured. 

“Yes, I suppose she is. But she is hardly as attractive 
as Mrs. Gordon.” He grinned with stiff lips and started to 
go to her. 

Before he could reach her she had whirled from the 
window and walked to the bathroom. Clay froze in his 
tracks. It was a deliberate affront, one which ordinarily 
he would have called her on, bu^ now he could not 
The close, intimate tie he had with his wife was broken 
—^for the very first time since their marriage—and he 
had no idea how to repair it. 

The sound of running water jarred him back to reality. 
It was his own doing, of course, Betsy knew him so well 
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that she could detect the slightest deviation from the 
norm—that would explain her aloofness. She had waited 
for him to spill it out and when it was not forthcoming 
she had turned her back. 

What seemed like an hour later she emerged, already 
unzipping her dress. Clay made no move to assist her. 
She let the gown fall away and he looked at the round 
smoothness of her body in the white lingerie. It might 
have been a statue. Unseeingly, she unhooked her bra 
and slipped off the petticoat and panties. She could have 
been no more nonchalant if she were entirely alone. The 
breasts and hips and legs that had so aroused him that 
afternoon were now mere pieces of flesh and bone, noth¬ 
ing more. He had no pounding desire to take that form 
into his arms and crush it to him. 

Instead he went into the bathroom. 

When he came out Betsy was in bed, curled up on 
the far side, her back to him, the color of her pajamas 
touching her shining hair. 

“You aren’t ill, are you, darling?” 

“Not at all,” came the muffled answer. “Just exhausted. 
rU be all right in the morning.” 

As he got out of his clothes he thought, now I should 
tell her. I should tell her about the funny coincidence of 
meeting Leigh in the park and then again at the party 
and how they had talked and how they had kissed and 
that it was all ridiculous and wasn’t it absurd that he 
should feel guilty about it? 

He got into bed. For a time he looked across the great 
expanse between them—as wide as the Grand Canyon. 
An iron band seemed to squeeze his chest, preventing 
the love for his wife that resided in his heart from rising 
up and coming out. It was like being in bed with an utter 
stranger—a sexless stranger. 

The arc of one slim hip rose into the light blanket and 
he longed to caress it as he had so many times before, 
sensing that if he did, if he made that single gesture that 
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wall between them would crumble and she would roll 
into his embrace. But his arms were not aching for her 

_they wanted to hold another. And she knew him well 

enou^ to know the gesture would be false. 

The li ght was out and he lay back on the pillow, head 
cupped in his laced fingers. Next to him he could hear 
Betsy’s gentle breathing, regular and even—^too regular 
and even. She was not asleep. The tension was there— 
as real as a sword. Betsy did not move or change 
position as she usually did. She stayed on the far side as 
though afraid of contamination by his touch. 

Clay tried to imagine that she was facing him, without 
pajamas, her young breasts rising to meet his kiss, her ^ 
body arching toward him. But nothing came through. 

He might as well have been alone. Yet he was not. He 
was desperately aware of her presence and nearness. Just 
as he was aware of Leigh’s. 

For Leigh was there between them and he remem¬ 
bered nearly every word she had uttered earlier. Each 
inflection, the way the moon had caught in her hair and 
glistened on her lips and then the indelible touch of those 
lips on his. Within him was the coiled snake of guilt. 

Gradually, however, a mounting anger replaced the 
guilt. What right did Betsy have getting into a huff? He 
had done nothing or said nothing that gave her leave to 
freeze up. Why should she lie next to him stiff as a board 
over some imagined slight or insult? If there were any¬ 
thing really wrong then she should come out with it 
rather than letting him rack his brain trying to fathom 
it all. Oh, sure, there were times when a woman was 
touchy and hypersensitive and irritable—that was her 
prerogative. But to have it happen midway between the 
cycles was nonsense. 

Suddenly he swung over, seized his wife’s shoulder 
and yanked her around. Betsy made no sound as she 
rolled limply toward him. One of his hands slipped into 
the top of her pajamas. No warmth exuded from her 
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flesh—it was like marble. Grabbing a handful of hair he 
pulled her head back and found her mouth with his. 
Her lips were like ice. Really enraged now he crushed her 
fiercely to him, grinding her teeth with his own. His 
fingers dug into the tenderness of her skin. 

Betsy made no resistance and he knew if he so de¬ 
sired he could have proceeded to the inevitable end— 
without kindling the tiniest spark in her body for him. 
She would lie defenseless, as if her body belonged to 
someone else, and he would be able to do with it as he 
pleased. It would be a victory, but it would not be a 
triumph. How can you triumph over a foe who will not 
fight? 

As suddenly as it had come, the rage melted away, 
leaving an emptiness in his heart. He released his grip on 
Betsy and shifted his bulk back to the other side. 

She remained where she was for a few minutes. Then 
very slowly she rolled over and once more turned her 
curved spine to him. A moment later she was breathing 
with quiet inhalations . . . and she was gone again. 

Once during the night Clay got up to smoke a ciga¬ 
rette and pace the room. It was an effort not to go into 
the lobby and telephone Leigh. It was equally an effort 
not to wake Betsy up—she was genuinely asleep then— 
and pour out the story to her. 

At last, mentally exhausted, he went back to bed and 
fell in a dreamless stupor. 

When Betsy awakened. Clay was splashing noisily in 
the tub and she lay for a moment listening to the familiar 
sounds. The big oaf always made such a racket when he 
bathed, something like a Wppo, Except that he in no way 
resembled a hippo. How anyone as lean and sinewy as 
Clay could make so many different noises was beyond 
her. She was about to call out a remark when she checked 
herself. 

Ah, yes. She was not speaking to him. In a rush the 
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tension of the night was back. It occurred to her that all 
that was needed was a word from her and it might be 
ended. Just like that. In his own bumbUng way Qay had 
tried to recall her last night—^but she had refused him. 
Well, why not? It was entirely up to him to remove her 
doubts about Leigh Harder. Was he so blind as to not 
know why she was cutting him off? 

Betsy sat up hugging her shoulders for a chill seemed 
to have come into the room from nowhere. Goosebumps 
rose on her flesh. Cross-legged, she sat and shivered. 
The top button of her pajamas had come undone and 
one breast struggled to escape. She tucked it back in 
absently and rebuttoned the garment. That was a task 
Clay liked to do. 

So this was jealousy. The first true pangs of it she had 
known in the year since the wedding. Once in a while 
she had felt needles of it, whenever Clay had to inter¬ 
view a particularly attractive woman or if a pretty girl 
tried to comer him at a gathering. But he always had 
laughed them off and had forgotten them within the 
hour. At such times Betsy felt endowed with great 
strength and power and thought herself very fortunate 
to be loved by such a man. 

But she had had no conception of what jealousy really 
was until the terrace scene last night when she saw Clay 
voluntarily kiss another woman. She was certain it was 
voluntary. Otherwise he would have mentioned it after¬ 
ward. And also he would not have been so distant and 
preoccupied. That business of the speech was pure 
baloney. He had given plenty of speeches before—good 
ones. TTiis one would be no more difficult than the others. 

It was not so much that he had kissed Leigh Harder. 
Goodness, what was a kiss? But the terrible part of it 
was that he had been sneaky about it. He should have 
told her last night that he “was attracted to Leigh Harder. 
Betsy would have been more than understanding about 
it She might even have suggested that he go off and 
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have lunch with Leigh and get the whole business out of 
his system. 

As it was, she felt betrayed and deceived. 

Therefore, logically, it was not up to her to do the 
forgiving or the icebreaking. It was his place. She would 
wait and be very sweet and very calm and very tolerant 
and even pretend nothing at all was wrong. 

Oh, she would be sophisticated about it This sort of 
thing was supposed to happen all the time in the better 
circles. What was a little infidelity or adultery among 
friends? 

When a warm drop fell on the back of her hand she 
realized she was crying. 

With misty eyes she went about the process of getting 
dressed. So many times she had managed it with no 
trouble at all. TWs morning nothing went right. When 
she took off her pajama top the cord that secured the 
trousers came loose and the floppy things dropped down 
over her feet, imprisoning them. Naked as a baby she 
stood there, looking at her image in the mirror. Her hair 
was limp and her shoulders sagged and tears streamed 
down her face. As she tried to take a step the pajamas 
tripped her up and she lurched against the bed. 

For a few seconds she remained there, arms and legs 
awry, incapable of regaining her balance, her body slip¬ 
ping off the smooth sheets. Then, knowing that Clay 
would be through any moment and not wanting him to 
find her like this, she staggered to her feet without the 
wretched pajamas and looked for her things. Piece by 
filmy piece she found them. Somehow she got her arms 
throu^ the straps of her brassiere and fitted it to her 
breasts. Then she realized it was on inside-out and had 
to do it all over again. 

Eventually she found her panties and pulled them on, 
leg by naked leg. She was just putting on her robe when 
the bathroom door opened and Qay, in clean T-shirt 
and shorts, emerged. His blond hair stuck damply to his 
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head, and all at once Betsy wanted to run to him and cry . 
into his chest. Had he so much as smiled at her she might J 
have. 

“Good morning, darling,” Qay said flatly and walked 
' over to the bureau. He opened a drawer and looked for 
a shirt 

Never did his back look so broad or forbidding. 

I She went into the bathroom. 

When she came out Qay was completely dressed with 
his I’m-going-out look on his face. Somewhat refreshed 
from the water and a brushing of her hair, Betsy never¬ 
theless felt shattered. Coming back into the room with 
Clay was like walking into an armed camp surrounded 
by enemies. 

How could such bliss as they had shared yesterday 
change so swiftly into this—this living death? Tliey were 
like two people who spoke different languages and could 
not be understood by one another. 

“Got to go down to the office,” Qay said shortly. 

“Turn in the report and haggle with the Old Man about 
a raise.” 

“All right,” Betsy answered. “Maybe Til wander 
around town and do some shopping.” 

“Got enough money?” 

“I think so. I won’t buy very much anyway.” Des¬ 
perately she added, “Shall I meet you for lunch?” 

Clay glanced at his watch. “Gee, I don’t know, Betsy. 
Usually Harder has tricks up his sleeve. Might be plan¬ 
ning something with the editors at the oflice, for all I 
know, m call you.” 

“But I won’t be here,” she reminded him. 

He snapped his fingers. “That’s right. Well, let’s not 
take any chances. Suppose you give me a call about— 
about t^ee. We’ll see then.” 

For her this conversation was Uke trying to hold water 
in her hands. “All right. Whatever you say.” Something 
died inside of her at his cold exterior. She ached, posi- 
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lively ached, to have ins arms come around her and feel 
his face next to hers. 

At the door he paused. “Feeling okay, Betsy?’* 

“Yes. I feel fine. Just fine. Oh.” 

“Yes?” Qay was as friendly as a prison door. 

“The speech tonight. Uh. Have you finished it?” 

“Just about, ril make it up as I go along.” 

She didn’t want to have him go. As long as he was 
there, there was hope that this whole stupid thing could 
be resolved. Why didn’t he say something instead of just 
talking? 

“Is it a banquet?” she asked weakly. 

“I guess so. Creamed chicken and peas,” he said with 
a wry smile. 

“Sounds delicious.” 

“It’ll be a mess,” Clay said, still half out the doorway. 
“Drunks, dirty jokes—you know, same old stuff.” 

“Yes, it will be terrible. Maybe I’ll curl up with a good 
book or something.” 

“Might be a good idea,” Clay said qmckly. “I’ll get 
out early.” Again the watch. “Well, I’d better run. Call 
me?” 

“Yes, I’U caU you.” 

The door closed, the catch clicked and he was gone. 

Betsy stared at the panel for a long time, not believing 
that he had actually left without explaining, without even 
trying to break the log-jam of emotions. 

Was this how marriages ended? 

The dining room of the Journalists Qub was not the 
largest in New York but it was roomy enough to hold the 
two hundred members and wives who crowded in to hear 
a speaker, see a newsreel, watch a couple of comedians 
and to dance afterward. Not a spectacular platform, but 
a newsworthy one, for each of the members was an out¬ 
standing reporter or columnist and would dutifully pass 
on whatever words of wisdom the speaker dropped. 
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The diners* tables were placed in the shape of a lower¬ 
case letter “m” with the head table forming the cross- 
t bar. Chairs were jammed in closely and before long the 
smoke and confusion effectively prevented any long-range 
identification. It was a gay, talkative throng present, for 
whenever the Harder men were featured, things hap¬ 
pened that made good reading on the wires. Further, 
word was around the grapevine that Clay Gordon’s dis¬ 
patches from the Middle East had the sound of Pulitzer 
Prize in them. 

During the day Betsy had called Clay at the office and 
he told her that lunch together was impossible. This was 
not altogether true but to him her voice over the phone 
was just as imperturbable as her back had been the night 
before and what with the conference and Harder’s relent¬ 
less questiomng about news sources he did not feel in the 
f mood for a strained meal. 

Less than an hour after lunch she called again and the 
way she slurred her words told him she had had too many 
martinis. Angered, he had cut her short, saying he was 
busy. Almost at once he felt he had wronged her—Betsy 
never drank alone and to do so now must mean she 
was desperately unhappy. Begging off from further discus- 
I sions he took a cab back to the hotel and raced up to the 
room. 

She was not there, but a note was. 

Clay. Am off to a movie for the afternoon. Will 
be back by 7. Don’t worry about taking me to 
the banquet. I’ll eat here. B. 

Clay crumpled the note and threw it at the wall. He 
reasoned that it was up to her to insist on being taken to 
the banquet and not to be coy or self-effacing about it. 
To hell with her. He dug out his tux and took it back to 
the office with him. 

Which was why, of aU the club members at the affair, 
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the guest of honor was one of the few who did not have 
his wife with him. 

The speech, as a result, was not one of his better ef¬ 
forts. After a lengthy and paternal build-up by Bartley 
Harder, who referred to him as “one of our best boys out 
there,” he rose to his feet, sipped from a water glass and 
peered into the smoky depths of the room. In his mind 
he was still reliving the anguish of the night before at the 
hotel and how Betsy had been totally unresponsive to his 
kisses. 

He forgot completely that it had been his own preoc¬ 
cupation with Leigh Harder that had precipiuted the 
issue. That is, he forgot until he saw her looking up at 
him out of the haze from a nearby table. 

Until that moment the speech was crammed full of 
cliches and worn-out phrases about the state of things in 
the world. He spoke of his interviews with the premiers 
and major domos. And he also praised the work of all 
correspondents of all the papers and news services. 

But after spotting Leigh he loosened up, delving into 
his memory for really pertinent information, giving his 
candid opinion on the effectiveness of the Communists 
in Asia Minor and adding a spicy story about a deposed 
king and his current mistress. 

When he sat down the audience responded courteously 
enough and even stood up for a few seconds, but he 
didn’t kid himself about the flop the speech had made. 

“Not bad, boy,” Bartley Harder leaned over to whisper. 

“Not bad. Just lousy. I’d better stick to a typewriter.” 

That the boss did not pursue the subject indicated to 
Qay that he probably agreed. 

The other speaker was not much better, and the come¬ 
dians were worse. The members, then, were only too will¬ 
ing to help move the tables and chairs and clear the floor 
for dancing. Small knots of self-styled experts gathered 
and arguments were raging before the music began. A 
few sought Clay out to get a few well-chosen words for 
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their papers and he obliged—under the guiding eye of 
Bartley Harder. 

But now he was restless and jumpy and kept looking 
over the heads of the others. A mass of couples were fill¬ 
ing the dance floor to shuflie around to the desultory 
music of the orchestra. 

“Do you like dogs?” 

The voice at his elbow. He spun around, “Leigh!” 

“That’s the name. Did you hear that wretched speech?” 

“Not me. I slept all the way through it.” 

Leigh was like a breath of fresh, clean air driving the 
foul fumes from his brain. Her dark beauty was a spot¬ 
light in the night, eyes wide and amused, her lips smooth 
over her teeth. The contours of her breasts made convex 
indentations in the simple black dress, with the neckline 
just low enough to reveal the brown skin there. The rest 
of the dress clung sheathlike to her hips and thighs, de¬ 
lineating them superbly. 

Clay felt a small hand squeeze his heart. She had 
sought him out. Then she had felt no remorse about last 
night. It had affected her as it had him. He fought down 
an impulse to embrace her on the spot. 

“Do you know how to dance, Mr. Gordon?” she asked 
softly. “Or are you too busy rearranging the history of 
the world?” 

“Yes and no in that order. Come.” 

She floated into his arms and it was as good as last 
night on the terrace. The feel of her slim suppleness 
against him was adrenalin in his veins. And how Leigh 
could dance—light and graceful, she followed him like a 
shadow. Now and then their steps would force them to¬ 
gether and one of his legs would be pressed for an in¬ 
stant between the slim thighs, then it would slide away. 
His right hand fitted perfectly to her spine, fingering the 
double-corded muscle there, and lower, the unmistakable 
sweep of her resilient hips. In its travels the hand felt no 
backstrap of a brassiere, a discovery strengthened by 
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the full pressure of her warm breasts against his chest. 

If ever a dance presaged love, theirs did. 

They did not talk much. He was content to sniff the 
scent of crushed violets in her hair and peek at the tiny 
thing that was her ear. His head pulsed and his mouth 
was dry. 

“I don’t know why I came tonight,” she breathed. “I 
detest banquets.” 

“I know why. You had to come.” 

She inhaled. “Yes. I had to come. Isn’t it ridiculous? 
Well, it won’t last long. You’ll be going off with your 
wife soon and I’ll get over it.” She laughed lightly. “It 
must have been something I ate.” 

“I ate it, too,” he reminded her. “My wife is not here, 
Leigh. Do you want me to take you home?” 

For an instant she clung to his encircling arm. “I’m 
afraid. Clay. This is a mistake. You don’t know me.” 

“I know you. I know you. We know each other, Leigh. 
Come with me. Don’t be afraid.” 

Her entire body seemed to become imjointed at once 
and he had to hold her up. Then she covered and was 
dancing well again. “All right,” she said huskily. “1 won’t 
be afraid. You can take me home. But don’t you have to 
stay until they put out the empty bottles?” 

“No. I’ve ^ready contributed my share to the confu¬ 
sion. They’ll be glad to be rid of me.” 

As they made their way through the dancers their legs 
moved in unison and great charges of heat went up and 
down his thighs. His arm remained wrapped around 
her waist, feeling her hips move with her steps, effort¬ 
lessly, as though oUed. His hand was on fire. 

Tliey found that there were too many people to allow 
him to speak to Bartley again or the club president so 
they continued to the door and through it. His dazed eyes 
could scarcely recognize familiar faces that smiled at him. 
In fact they were so dazed they failed to recognize the 
most familiar face of all. 
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Betsy Gordon could have touched Qay’s arm as he 
moved past in the throng, but she did not. She turned 
away, suddenly sick, and lost herself in the crowd. 

4 

Ordinarily, Qay’s opinion of women drivers ran to out¬ 
right panic, but now he was forced to revise the estimate. 
Leigh Harder drove her low-slung convertible as capa¬ 
bly as any man—^with a quiet confidence—^moving so 
smoothly that one had no sensation of speed. She slid into 
the city’s traflBc easily and unobstrusively. With the canvas 
top up and the dashlights on Qay felt as if they were in 
the cab of a train engine, all alone, with limitless power 
at their command. The first wind of passion had left and 
now he was calmer. The knowledge of her presence within 
arm’s length was like a drug to pain. 

Leigh was probably as surprised as Clay when they 
found themselves speeding through the gleaming white¬ 
ness of the Lincoln Tunnel and into the darkness of New 
Jersey. But it was very simple for him to slump on the 
leather seat, hear the music from the radio, feel the quiet 
roar of the motor and occasionally look across at Leigh. 
It was pleasant, looking. Her hair stirred lightly in a draft 
from the window; the lights played over the planes of her 
face, sending shadows dancing. She had slung her camel’s 
hair polo coat over her shoulders but it had slipped off 
and he could see the way her slim form was molded 
to the seat. With her feet slightly apart, the material of 
the dress clung to her thighs, outlining each separately 
and smoothly. She sat with her spine straight and yet 
was not stiff. 

It was nice, looking at Leigh. 

She said, “1 don’t know where I’m going—do you?” 

“I didn’t for some time but I do now. I’ll tell you when 
to stop. I must say it again—you are one of the loveliest 
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women I’ve ever seen. And as you know I’m not un¬ 
traveled.” 

“Thank you,” said Leigh simply. 

Clay grinned. Here was one of the few women he knew 
who could take a compliment with grace. 

“Was Betsy angry last night?” she asked. 

“How did you know?” 

“I’m a woman—a woman can tell about such things. 
Besides, you had that well-kissed look.” 

“Small wonder. I thought a truck had hit me.” He 
licked his lips and uncrossed his legs. When she breathed, 
her tummy pushed out slightly below the waist. Fasci¬ 
nated, he said, “What do you do with yourself?” 

Leigh pursed her lips. “Nothing. Everything. I paint 
things and write bad poetry and read good books and 
walk my dogs. I’m a dilettante!” 

“What about working in Bartley Harder’s shop?” 

“He’d like me to, of course. But I can’t bring myself to 
it. I’m just a lazy lout at heart.” 

“I don’t believe it. You feel vital.” 

“I’m not,” she replied with a trace of sadness. 

“Why not?” he asked, curious. 

“Because—oh. Clay, don’t ask me.” 

“AU right.” 

The quick look she threw him meant he should not 
have given up so quickly. Clay shrugged. As the miles 
spun past under the tires, the excitement began to grow 
again, ballooning in his chest. Leigh was driving more 
purposefully now. On impulse, he leaned over and kissed 
her flower-soft cheek. Her hand came up and caressed his 
neck. That was all he needed. 

“How long is your husband dead?” 

“Two years.” 

“Illness?” 

The answer was slow in coming. “In a way, yes.” 

“Good answer.” 

“Bad question.” 

Leigh’s right hand found his leg and rested lightly on 
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it. Strange sensations shot up his thigh. 

“Maybe I should tell you,” she said. “No one really 
knows and it’s possible that by being kept in, it will 
fester and infect all of me. But Cla/*—the slim fingers 
tightened—“you don’t have to listen. What exists be¬ 
tween us should not be spoiled by my past” 

“Or my present,” he added quietly. 

“Yes—your present. Let’s go back to the city.” 

“Let’s not. \VTiat about the young Mr. Harder?” 

It took a few moments to realize what flooded him 
now. In addition to the physical stimulus was a sharp 
needle of jealousy. Jealousy for a dead man over a woman 
he had not known existed forty-eight hours ago. That 
Leigh should have been married to anyone and should 
have offered her body and her love to another man was 
infuriating. Even as he felt the anger sweep him he knew 
it was childish and petty, but he could not prevent it 
Just being in the same car with her gave him a pro¬ 
prietary possession of her—and all her past and all her 
future. Odd that she could exude such dynamism without 
making any visible effort. 

He was half-inclined to tell her not to talk about it— 
he didn’t want to hear of intimacies she had shared with 
someone else. But his curiosity about what her life was 
like prevented him from interrupting. 

Leigh talked as she drove, as though reciting some 
speech from memory—as though the words were emerg¬ 
ing from the very depths of her being. 

“When I was nineteen,” she said softly, “I was as 
healthy and normal and as sex-conscious as the next one. 
More, perhaps, since I was not unattractive and I had a 
good body, and men let me know it. Bruce Harder was 
one of them—handsome, dark, rich, a Princeton man, the 
son of a famous father. We had a proper courtship and 
our marriage made all the society columns. We were the 
perfect couple—as far as the outside world was con¬ 
cerned.” 
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A laugh tinged with bitterness came from her mouth. 
“But Bruce had desires that he had picked up in strange 
places. He’d had mistresses from the time he was fifteen 
and they had taught him some cute tricks. Like any 
loving husband, he passed them on to me, his tender wife. 
I went along with it for nearly a year—^fetishes, peculiar 
games, sometimes even a few close friends.” She closed 
her eyes briefly as if to shut out the memory. 

“He never did get a job—^his occupation was drinking. 
If you want a real thrill, Clay, try going to bed with a 
drunk and have him paw you like an animal and bite 
your breasts and anything else he can sink his teeth into 
and then lie there while he froths and ^1 but kills you 
as he has his way with you. Try it sometime. It’s lovely.” 
She shuddered slightly. 

“Inevitably I began to rebel, not openly but silently, 
until I was like concrete inside. Nothing he did affected 
me. I might as well have been a corpse. In fact I suppose 
I was, to some extent. A part of me had died. It took him 
a long time to realize it though, and when he tried to 
change his ways it was too late. I was a million miles 
away from him. Books and art became my life. Not other 
men, oddly enough. I couldn’t stand them, to tell the 
truth.” 

Again she paused as she guided the car through a knot 
of vehicles pulling onto the parkway from a drive-in 
theater. Clay looked across at her, unable to answer or 
comment. He fought down a hatred at what Bruce 
Harder had inflicted on her. That her being should have 
been subjected to such ghastly attentions, that her slim, 
whipcord body should have been abused, her flesh 
violated, was sickening. But that was not all. 

“There was a girl,” Leigh continued in a flat voice. “A 
girl who had been around. It didn’t take her long to fig¬ 
ure me out. Oh, well. All right. I experimented. I had to. 
I mean at least I didn’t fight it. I was in bed one night 
and she came up from downstairs, where Bruce was 
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having one of his parties. Ostensibly, it was to say good 
night. First thing I knew she had pulled the covers down 
—I was sleeping in the raw. Then she was doing some 
very pleasant things to me. What a change from Bruce! 
I came aUve to some of the most exquisite sensations I 
had ever known. To speak frankly, I reciprocated—all 
the bottled-up love and emotion came out like an explo 
sion* My friend knew how to get such things out. And 
she had the loveliest body—better than mine, I might 
add. I won’t lie—I liked it I liked the feel of soft, 
scented flesh next to me and a sensuous mouth doing to 
my body what I wanted done. That delightful thing that 
is every woman’s right occurred. Just about that time 
Bruce came in.” 

Only the hum of the tires on the pavement and the 
muffled power of the engine broke the silence. Qay wished 
she would stop talking. Once again he leaned over and 
found the comer of her mouth with a kiss that seared his 
lips. With her eyes on the road she gave him her full 
mouth. Automatically his hand slid down over the ex¬ 
posed flesh of her chest, over the firm swellings of her 
breasts that yielded resiliently. 

“Bruce went out of his head,” she went on huskily. 
“The girl barely got out of the room alive. Then he 
broke things and threw a fit. All I could do was watch 
him and wait and wonder how long it would be before 
he killed me. Then all of a sudden he stopped and looked 
at me, passed his hand over his face and staggered in 
my direction. He collapsed in a sobbing, drunken heap 
on top of me, begging for forgiveness, saying he knew 
he had done this to me, that it was all his fault.” 

A small quake shook her. “It was horrible. He stayed 
there that night. No, he didn’t touch me. He couldn’t, I 
guess. Next morning he went to his room and blew the 
top of his head off with a thirty-eight caliber pistol.” 

Qay stopped breathing, feeling as if a sledge hammer 
had struck his chest. 
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A neon sign loomed out of the darkness, denoting a 
motel. “Turn in here,” he commanded. Silently, Leigh 
obeyed. She sat stiffly in the car while Clay got out and 
went into the office. A pale young man smiled weakly 
and pushed the register toward him. Qay filled out the 
form, using Mr. and Mrs. He had to look out the 
window to see the license plates before he could put 
the numbers down. 

At that the young man’s eyebrows went up knowingly. 
“Ordinarily,” he murmured, “the room is five dollars, but 
I’m afraid it will be ten tonight.” 

Clay glared at him, about to lash out sharply. It was 
blackmail, pure and simple. But his concern for Leigh 
was such fflat he restrained himself. He threw a ten- 
dollar bill at the grinning clerk, took the proffered key 
and stomped out to the car. He didn’t tell Leigh about it. 

A moment later they were in the tiny cabin, with its 
small double-bed, scarred furniture and midget bathroom. 
Like a woman in a daze, Leigh sank to the bed, her hands 
at her sides, her eyes glassy. Something, the spirit per¬ 
haps, had gone out of her body and left her limp and 
lifeless. 

Gay lit a cigarette. “You were right,” he said at last “I 
shouldn’t have asked you about it.” 

A smile ghosted over her lips. “But that’s only the be¬ 
ginning, Gay. The interesting part is stiU to come. 
Ready?” 

“All right.” 

“Bruce’s suicide was a source of both relief and terror. 
Glad as I was to be rid of him, I suffered. It was I, after 
all, who had killed him. Does that sound strange? It’s not 
really. I was and am convinced he loved me. He loved me 
to such desperation that in order to survive he had to sub¬ 
sist on my body, much as a vampire needs to suck human 
blood to live. Even if it is the blood of the loved one. 
So my sex fed him, my flesh, my thighs and bones. If I 
had been cold when he was alive, I was frozen when he 
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was dead. The very thought of relations with anyone— 
a man or a woman—^filled me with horror. I was ab¬ 
solutely ashamed of what nature had given me. And this 
condition was not helped very much by the so-called 
friends of Bruce who were only too anxious to console 
his widow. Thinking me neglected, they tried everything 
but out-and-out rape to make me forget. They only made 
things worse. Not for a year did I begin to return to 
normalcy. Normalcy—that’s a laugh.” 

As she talked, Leigh was slipping out of her dress, 
loosening the zipper and letting the gown fall forward to 
expose her superb breasts and then dropping it to the 
floor while she remained with only briefs and hose cover¬ 
ing nakedness. As Clay watched she detached the stock¬ 
ings from their garters and slid them off her long, firm 
legs. He listened to her as he undressed himself. 

**18 it any wonder I was considered a queer one by 
my friends in those days? I devoted much too much time 
to my dogs—traveling with them, letting them be my 
constant companions. I read too much and thought too 
much and did too little with my hands. Men, I ignored. 
Not because I could not respond to them—I could, good¬ 
ness knows—but because I considered myself poisonous, 
a jinx, a Lorelei. My father-in-law tried to interest me 
in some of his friends, even in himself. 1 shrugged them 
all off. I was just a living thing going through life as a 
blind man goes through an art gallery. Several times 
suicide occurred to me but I didn’t have the guts needed 
to pull the trigger.” 

She hesitated. “And that,” she whispered with a little 
sigh, “takes us up to the present. When I met you the 
other day I attempted to freeze you out because you ap-- 
pealed to me, Qay.” Her head dropped. “I might have 
known fate is not so easily outwitted. We came together 
—^we kissed—and now we’re alone together.” 

A very real exhaustion was in Clay now as her voice 
faded and died away. He had heard other confessions be- 
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fore but rarely one that was so complete or so self-con¬ 
demnatory. The lust that had pulsed hotly in his veins 
was weak and faint. Her words were more effective than 
a cold shower and he sat and shivered in the chair 
opposite the bed. 

He knew he had two alternatives. Either he could ab¬ 
sorb and swallow everything she had said and offer her 
his shoulder for crying upon and give her the comfort 
she so badly needed, or he could persist in being a man, 
taking the chance that by giving her his love and his 
body he could purge her self-guilt and prove her innate 
womanhood and femaleness. 

Leigh’s eyes were on him, brimming with tears. All he 
had to do was go to her. The sight of her half-clad flesh 
was deliciously sweet and he longed to take the last piece 
of cloth from it. She sank backward until her head rested 
on the pillow. She regarded him with pained eyes, wait¬ 
ing for his decision. 

As far as strength was concerned he knew he could 
force the issue, that his muscles could succeed where his 
words might fail. That there was a resistance in her he 
knew clearly. But a feminine body never looked softer 
and more defenseless. To still his nerves he drew his 
hands over her breasts, letting them taste the satiny skin 
and the now-firmed tips. 

Should he pour out soodiing, understanding words and 
tell her that it all meant nothing? Nonsense. It did mean 
something. Her telling all the gruesome details proved it 
meant a great deal to her actions and her life. 

Had he been in the mood he might have laughed, for 
he was like a sailor who finds a mermaid, part warm 
woman and part cold fish. Above the waist Leigh was 
all there, magnificently so. The twin spires of her breasts 
rose out of creamy cushions and he gazed on them as if 
seeing female flesh for the very first time, forgetting that 
only twenty-four hours before he had slept with Betsy, 
But then that was the way it always was with sex—the 
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satiation rarely endured more than a few hours before the 
urge was back as strong if not stronger than ever. Sex— 
the only human activity that is an end and a be^nning 
in itself. 

This, though, was different. Here before him was a 
manifestation of his secret wishes—that part of all men 
which forever seeks the highest beauty, the ultimate of 
their boyhood dreams. For him, Leigh was that ultimate. 
Once, when first he had laid eyes on Betsy, he thought he 
had achieved it, but the intervening year of familiarity 
had blunted if not destroyed it. In Leigh he refound it. 

Now the need to possess her raged in him like an in¬ 
ferno. On the very verge of hurtling himself upon her, 
animal-like, a ray of sanity burst through and held him 
back. A spark of decency emerged on the razor’s edge that 
separates man from beast. 

It would be simple now to achieve the physical relief 
he so frantically needed, but he knew that by pressing 
his will on her he could conceivably shatter what shred 
of hopefulness she had remaining. True, for the moment 
she might enjoy it and forget the horror of her past, but 
later the guilt would return worse than ever, crushing her 
as relentlessly as an avdanche. The price would be a very 
heavy one for her to pay. 

And for him. 

Slowly, reluctantly, Clay lifted himself from the bed. 
Leigh watched him, tears shining, her lower lip caught 
between her teeth, her fine hair a webby tangle on the 
I^owcase. 

“Clay. I’m so sorry. I’m—I’m no good.” 

“Don’t say that.” 

“I shouldn’t have started this. If you must . . 

This last was added with a shrug of her bare shoulders, 
the sacrifice of the lam^f|)b 't^ wdf—of one lover to 
another. * 

Angry words bubbled to & mioath. He bit them back 
and swallowed them whble. ht lied. “No, I do not 
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‘must’.” Pacing the room like a caged lion he gradually 
felt the force ebb away. He opened the window and 
sucked in the cool air. 

Leigh was mute from her supine position on the bed. 
At last she sat up and reached for her things. 

“Let me,” said Qay thickly. 

Leigh handed him one sheer nylon stocking and held 
out a slim flawless leg. “You don’t have to—if it will 
make it any worse.” 

“I want to.” 

Over the tiny toes, the delicately boned foot, the nar¬ 
row ankle and the taut-fleshed calf, the pretty knee and 
then the rich, tapered fullness of the thi^. He smoothed 
the wrinkles away and flattened the band, his palms 
sticking to the threads. Then he fixed the garter that 
hung down from her white panties. 

Almost sadly she lowered the gleaming leg and offered 
the other one. Lovingly he sheathed the wispy bit over 
the white, inviting flesh. 

Leigh stood up, slim and straight, and put her dress 
on. Clay zipped up the back with tenuous fingers. 

“You’d better get dressed,” she suggested quietly. 

When he was clothed they faced one another like 
strangers. The tumult in his heart had subsided, and all 
that remained of the once flaring flame was a glowing 
ash. Leigh cupped his face and kissed him with cool lips. 
Then, without speaking, they left the cabin and went out 
to the car, got in and drove off into the night. 

Deep within him, though, he knew this was not the end 
—that it was only the be^nning. 


Bartley Harder, for all his famed taste for parties, ex¬ 
citement and flashy women, was the most conscientious 
member of his own firm. Each morning at eight, regard- 
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less of the revels of the previous night, he was at his 
desk—often in formal dress—answering the phone, giving 
crisp orders and keeping tabs on his fourteen overseas 
bureaus. Frequently he would appear in the ticker room 
to be on top of the latest developments as they were 
received out of the machine. Then he would rap out 
commands for treatment of the news to be relayed to 
the subscribing newspapers the world over. 

Usually his bursts of frenetic energy left his subordi¬ 
nates gasping for breath. At times his mania for quick, 
on-the-spot decisions backfired, but by that time he would 
have left the office and the underlings would catch it. 
So in the end, if they did not admire him they at least 
respected and feared him. 

Some cynics went so far as to say, “The Old Man works 
so damned hard because if he didn’t assume so much re¬ 
sponsibility his own board of directors would squeeze 
him out.” 

Others compared his cold ruthlessness with that of a 
Prussian general—and it was as effective. And as cor¬ 
dially hated. But he paid well, although that—^his enemies 
said—^was the only solid prop to his empire. 

At rare intervals Bart Harder would arrive at the office 
and stomp through it without a word to anyone and go 
into virtual seclusion, incommunicado, unreachable by 
all but his closest aides. Those times he devoted to serious 
cogitation of his own personal problems. Long ago he 
had learned that Joyce’s peculiar demands would inter¬ 
rupt him at home. Nor did he always feel the need of one 
of his many female companions. 

Now he did have a problem, an acute one. He was 
considering changing horses, so to speak, in midstream. 
Of course, he had done it before in the past—several 
times—but never in so little time or with such possibly 
far-reaching effects. There might be trouble. He knew 
that the new one he had in mind was different and would 
require careful handling. 
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Betsy Gordon. 

Just saying her name to himself served to quicken his 
ptilses. He Imew he was nervous about it and not the 
least reason was that she was so young. During the 
dinner party the other night he had had all he could do 
to keep his hands off her. Joyce, he knew, had lured her 
into the bedroom, which gave him a bad few minutes, 
but from the disappointment on his wife’s face he realized 
that Betsy was still unclaimed. Too many times had Joyce 
managed to scare off promising prospects by adroit hand¬ 
work in the bedroom. 

The inter-office phone broke in rudely. “Mr. Harder, 
I have those papers for your signature.” 

“All right, Doris, bring them in.” 

Doris Mosely entered, efficient and sleek in her pin¬ 
striped business suit. Not as slender as a high-fashion 
model, she was well^ressed enough to disguise her volujv 
tuousness. Full-bodied but compact with high breasts and 
a neat waist, she had, in lovely contrast, very slim and 
flashy legs now encased in sheer nylons with black seams. 

Alas, she was no longer young. Ten years before, she 
had been a real morsel and he had hired her on appear¬ 
ance alone. Immediately she had showed her willingness 
for homework and extracurricular activities. He even went 
through a stage of making her his full-time mistress, but 
the fever passed for him—if not for her. Now over thirty- 
five and utterly out of touch with other suitors, she was 
blindly, hopefully and doggedly devoted to him, content 
to accept his favors whenever he chose to bestow them. 

She looked good today, he had to admit it. The skirt 
was becomingly tight, outlining her legs and hips—those 
pieces of anatomy that had afforded him so much pleas¬ 
ure. Ample as they were, those hips could move when 
properly incited. 

But she was no longer young. 

Bart Harder shrugged, smiled at his secretary, ignored 
her entreating glance, and reached for the papers. 
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“Busy tonight, Bart?” Doris queried suddenly. “Thought 
I might do one of those good souffles you used to like so 
much. Haven’t seen you in a long time now.” 

“Sorry, Doris,” replied Harder gruffly. “Too many 
things going on tonight. The wife has some people coming 
over. You know how it is. But give me a raincheck.” 

Rotten trick, but what else could he do? She bored him 
stiil with her adulation. And lately it was getting kind of 
pathetic. Probably half-a-dozen guys in the office would 
jump at the chance to make time with her—if they were 
from him. “Well, another time then.” 
sure the Old Man still didn’t have a claim there. 

“I was afraid so,” Doris murmured, taking the papers 
“By all means,” he said, giving that good-bye smile. 
He breathed deeply when she disappeared through the 
door, a sexy figure but no longer an appealing one to 
him. *' 

Now if she were Betsy Gordon . . . 

From the few moments he had had to study Clay Gor¬ 
don’s wife he found her a delightful combination of 
maturity and innocence—contained in a most gorgeous 
body. The very thought of it made him wish himself 
twenty years younger so that he could really get in and 
swing. She would be worth fighting for—she was worth 
fighting for—but there was the inconvenience of Qay 
Gordon. Husbands weren’t usually very great obstacles 
but he suspected Clay and Betsy were very close. What 
was needed, then, was some way to break them up, to 
make Gordon lose face and hence, her love. Then to be 
on hand to catch her on the first bounce. 

A thought flashed through his mind that he might try 
and steer Leigh in Qay’s direction, but he quickly snuffed 
it out. Leigh was such a cold turkey, about as sexy as 
a snow shovel. He knew. He had tried his best to get her 
into bed himself. No, Leigh was out. But dammit, there 
had to be some way to get Betsy Gordon. There was a 
woman he had to have! 
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Now that Doris had broken the ice and gotten the busi¬ 
ness day started, Bart’s other assistants began to intrude. 
Before long his oflBce was full of men, coming and going, 
holding impromptu conferences and discussing the doings 
of the day throughout the world. One of the member 
newspapers in Cleveland was considering dropping the 
Service and picking up another. It was up to Harder to 
select a troubleshooter to get out there and persuade the 
publisher to stay in. The competition had gotten a couple 
of scoops on a train wreck in Scotland and an attempted 
assassination of the Egyptian premier. Why? Harder had 
to chew out two of his editors to get them on the ball. 

The vice-president in charge of public relations was at 
his elbow suggesting a theme for the next day’s editorial 
to be shot out to the subscribers. This was Hank Nelson, 
the big wheat-haired, raw-boned, capable ex-cub reporter 
who was fast becoming one of the most dependable men 
on his staff. He was finding it very easy to delegate more 
and more authority to Nelson. The younger man took it 
lightly. When Harder told him to use his own judgment 
Hank said okay and left. 

At last, after nearly two hours of hectic scrambling, the 
office was cleared. He was about to tell Doris he was leav¬ 
ing for the day when the buzzer jumped on his desk. He 
pushed the button on the intercom. “Yes?” 

“A visitor to see you, Mr. Harder,” Doris’ crisp voice 
said. 

“I’m afraid I won’t be able to see anyone else today, 
Miss Mosely. I was just leaving for downtown.” 

“It’s Mrs. Qay Gordon. She seems anxious to talk to 
you.” 

“Hmmm.” His heart leaped into his throat. “Hmmm. 
Well, perhaps I have a few minutes. Ask her to come 
in, please.” 

The sight of Betsy Gordon’s fresh beauty was as stimu¬ 
lating to his senses as the first dry martini after a hard 
day. She was bareheaded and her hair had been tangled 
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hopelessly by the autumn wind. Her coat was open and 
her hands plunged into the deep pockets. A rust-colored 
skirt flared wide. The soft green sweater was tucked in 
at the waist so tightly that her saucy breasts were well- 
outlined. She wore nylons and low-heeled shoes. 

“Mr. Harder,” she began as she entered the door. 
“Please forgive me—my appearance—^but you know how 
my wardrobe is—almost nonexistent.” 

“Nonsense, my dear,” he said effusively. “Chair? May 
I take your coat? Cigarette?” 

The yes and no came on cue and presently they were 
seated opposite each other, Betsy with legs uncrossed and 
leaning forward, her hands stiU in her pockets. To Harder 
she looked like a child who had had adulthood thrust 
upon her too suddenly and was now trying her best to 
bear up tmder the load. Obviously something was on her 
mind and she was worrying about it. Nevertheless, she 
still had that delicious innocence which had first caught 
his fancy. 

“I know I shouldn’t be coming here, Mr. Harder, but 
I was desperate. At least I thought I was. Now that I’m 
here I’m not so sure.” 

Harder felt a'paternal glow rise in him. “First of all, 
relax, Betsy. The world isn’t coming to an end. First 
things first.” 

Betsy blinked and tried to smile. “I know, Mr. Harder. 
And I am being silly. But—” 

“I doubt if you could be siUy, Betsy,” Harder murmured 
profoundly. “What is it all about?” 

She shrugged. “That’s just it—I don’t know. I feel like 
a fool.” 

Clearly she was so overwrought that she couldn’t be 
coherent or rational. She clasped and unclasped her 
hands a dozen times. 

“Look, Betsy,” he said crisply. “My car is outside, 
waiting to take me downtown. Suppose you come along 
and talk there. I rather suspect that you aren’t very 
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comfortable here. Come. We’ll take a pleasant drive.” 

Betsy’s smile was half a grimace, as if she were strug¬ 
gling to hold back tears. And if he was not mistaken, his 
words of kindness and thoughtfulness had struck close to 
her heart. It so often happened that way—a few routine 
courtesies at the right time were worth more than a mink 
coat in the end. Unless he was mistaken he had just 
taken the first step toward possessing Betsy Gordon. 

They left by his private elevator to avoid passing 
through the ofi&ce again and possibly being detoured. 
Betsy was quiet and solemn, hands plunged deep into 
her pockets. But Harder could not help noticing that 
despite her limpness of spirit and body, the classic lines 
of her figure remained firm and alluring. Under the bonds 
of the sweater her breasts were still saucy imps, up¬ 
lifted as if inviting his hands to meet them. 

Once in the back seat of the black limousine with the 
chauffeur safely glassed off from the conversation, Betsy 
relaxed, stretching her slim legs all the way out. She 
smiled up at him. “You’re much too kind to me, Mr. 
Harder,” she said. “Perhaps I’ve misjudged you and the 
company.” 

“Depends.” Harder grinned indulgently. “Newsmen are 
surprising people.” 

“They sure are,” Betsy answered wryly. “They sure 
are.” 

Harder dug a cigar out of the humidor next to the 
seat and lighted it with a flat silver lighter. He blew the 
grey smoke against the partitioning window where it 
struck and shattered in concentric waves without a sound. 

Betsy’s eyes followed the resultant patterns absently. 
“It’s about Clay, of course.” 

“I assumed as much. Does he want a raise?” 

“Oh, it’s not money, Mr. Harder. We’re both delighted 
with what he makes. No, it’s not money.” 

“Whew! You just saved me the fifty dollars more a 
week I was going to offer. You’d be surprised how many 
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tragedies are averted by the offer of a raise. But if it’s 
not money, what is it?” 

Betsy was staring out the window at the passing traffic 
and the pedestrians who leaned into the brisk wind and 
tugged at hat brims. “Fd like to see you give day a 
transfer—a new assignment.” 

Harder’s brows went up in genuine astonishment 
“Say that again.” 

Betsy repeated her words without altering a syllable. 

“Hmmm. This is a switch. You can’t imagine how 
many times a day I get calls from wives of my men beg¬ 
ging me to bring them home. Or letters from overseas 
complaining abcmt conditions and facilities and cursing 
Bartley Harder as a bloodless dictator who should be 
shot.” 

Instinctively she touched his hand. “Oh, Mr. Harder, 
I don’t think that. I think you’re wonderful. And Clay 
thinks so, too.” 

The feel of her tender fingers made his skin dance. 
“Thanks. You don’t know how much that means, Betsy. 
Even us old codgers need some encouragement now and 
then.” 

“FlI be glad to give you a letter of recommendation.” 
Betsy smiled. 

“Don’t be rash—I may ask for one some day. Now, 
what is this nonsense about an assignment?” 

“Well, it may be nonsense, as I think it over, but it’s 
necessary, Mr. Harder. It’s necessary if Qay and I are 
going to stay married.” 

A sudden flood of joy welled up in him. Forcing his 
voice to remain steady he said, “That’s pretty serious. 
What makes you think things are that bad?” He studied 
the glowing tip of his cigar through narrowed eyes. 

Betsy held her hands out in a hopeless gesture. Her 
crossed legs were slim lines of perfection as she balanced 
a shoe on the end of her toes. “I’m losing him, Mr. Har¬ 
der. We must get away from here. 1 know if we are off 
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together things will straighten out and be all right.” 

“Where?” 

“Anywhere. Back to the Middle East. The Pacific. South 
America. Get us in a war. 1 don’t care. But just send 
us away from here, away from New York.” 

“Does he know about this?” 

“No,” she said quietly. “No, he doesn’t” 

“Where is Clay now?” 

“At the hotel. Asleep. He returned from the dinner very 
late. He didn’t say anything. He just came in and went to 
bed and was there in the morning. That was when I made 
up my mind about seeing you. Am I awful?” 

This was getting to be a little more complicated than 
Harder had bargained for. He would have to handle it 
carefully. The wrong word or inflection now would wreck 
everything. And the right one could make all his dreams 
come true. Next to him was a woman-child who resembled 
a wounded bird. He longed to place his arm around her 
.and draw her near. As she leaned forward in anxiety her 
breasts pointedly filled the sweater she wore. 

“No, you’re not awful, Betsy. You’re pretty special. I 
won’t pretend to know what is going on with Clay and 
you. But if you are correct then it is a serious situation. 
1 don’t know what 1 can do, but if there is any way to help, 
you can count on me.” 

With a little cry Betsy bent toward him and kissed his 
cheek. The imprint burned into the flesh and he felt the 
blood rise into his face. The comforting hand then laid 
on her shoulder was far from purely paternal. 

He glanced at his watch. “This meeting I’m supposed 
to attend isn’t so damned important Suppose we go back 
up to the apartment and work this out over a drink. Might 
clear the air and you’ll be able to see the situation in a 
clearer perspective.” 

“1 wouldn’t want to inconven—” 

“Bosh. Willis,” he said into the speaking tube, “home, 
please.” 
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Harder saw bewilderment touch Betsy’s features but she 
made no protest. Obviously she was in such a state that 
she would obey orders of any kind. Any kind? Well, that 
remained to be seen. 

As he had hoped, Joyce was not in—^probably out on 
another of her innumerable shopping tours ... or else 
visiting a girl friend. Furthermore, it was the maid’s day 
off. The apartment was empty. 

Moving through the spacious rooms, Betsy Gordon 
looked frail and small. Harder followed her, watching the 
flash of her good legs under the swirl of her coat. When 
he took the garment his fingers brushed along the silken 
smoothness of her sweater and he had to resist the urge to 
seize her then and kiss her. She noticed nothing and 
proceeded to the library. 

In a moment he was stirring highballs while Betsy nerv¬ 
ously paced over the deep carpet. Finally she sat down 
with such a flourish that the hem of her skirt flew up to 
expose one knee and a generous expanse of nylon-clad 
thigh. 

That did it. Until that instant he was undecided as to 
his plan of action. Now he knew what he had to do. 

Taking a chair that faced her and afforded him an un¬ 
obstructed view of her slim loveliness, he offered her a 
glass, clinked it with his and drank. 

Betsy imitated him and made a pretty face. “I’m afraid 
I’m not used to this so early in the day.” 

“Who is? But in this case I think it will help. Now, 
Betsy. Suppose you give me as much as you can of this 
thing. Conceivably, it might be settled without such drastic 
action. I for one would hate to see you folks leave so soon 
after arriving. Joyce was saying just last night that it was 
time some interesting young people were in circulation.” 

“In a way I’d hate it, too. I haven’t seen my relatives 
in St. Paul yet and there is so much to do here. However, 
this is more important. You see, I think he has fallen for 
another woman.” 
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Harder cocked his head. “Quick work, I would say. 
He’s been here only three days. An old flame?” 

“No,” was the answer. “A new one. Anyway, I know 
using a weapon like this and running off, is hardly the 
way to combat it, but I don’t know what else to do. It may 
not be too late if he has to leave and is separated from 
her for a long time.” 

Harder eyed her appreciatively. “Beats the hell out of 
me why he would go off and leave a creature like you. If 
you were mine, Betsy, you could be sure of fidelity.” 

“That’s nice of you, Mr. Harder, but right now I don’t 
feel much like a seductress. I’m just a housewife and I’m 
scared.” A shiver shook her slender frame. 

This was the moment. Harder slipped next to her, his 
arm out. Almost automatically she came into him, pliable 
and inherently warm. Her scent rose to his nostrils, titil¬ 
lating them. From this angle, above her, he saw her fine 
breasts and the way her skirt dipped between the columns 
of her thighs. He took a deep breath. 

Lightly, weightlessly, like a falling snowflake, a tear¬ 
drop spattered silently on the back of her band. 

“If it will make you feel any better,” Harder said 
huskily, “I’ll look into a new assignment for Clay tomor¬ 
row. I doubt if there’ll be any trouble at all. So damned 
many things going on in the world and so damned few 
dependable men like Clay—^men who can evaluate and 
report.” 

“Anywhere at all” 

“Let me see,” he said, digging into his brain to come 
up with rational, meaningful words. Her proximity was 
acting on him like an enervating drug. “There’s always 
action in Asia—^but no place for a woman there. They 
say Mt. Etna is due to erupt any time now—but it might 
mean a long, expensive wait for nothing. Hmmm. Now, 
there is a Big Five Conference due to begin in Switzerland 
next week.” 
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“Switzerland sounds grand.” She hesitated. “Oh, this 
is terrible, for me to come crying to you. It must seem like 
Clay put me up to it,” 

“Shhh,” he whispered into her ear. The tendrils of hair 
brushed his lips. “Leave it all up to me, my dear. If your 
marriage can be saved by this, then we’ll do it. Chase it 
right out of your mind. Look.” He lifted her chin with his 
hand and turned her face toward him. Their eyes met. A 
kind of rushing filled Harder’s ears and before he realized 
what he was doing he moved his face nearer and their lips 
touched. 

Betsy drew back as if burned. But fired by the kiss Har¬ 
der pulled her closer, his free hand seeking the delightful 
points that had hypnotized him. They were firmly yielding 
under his touch. The hand slid around her waist, impris¬ 
oning her. Once again their mouths came together. She 
struggled against his grip. 

At last, panicky and angry, she broke away and stood 
up. Redness colored her features. Her breasts heaved 
tautly into the sweater. Small hands were clenched into 
small fists. 

“Betsy. Wait. Don’t misunderstand. I was carried away 
by it all. My heart is breaking for your pain.” 

Quickly, knowing every second was precious. Harder 
went to her, his face full of concern. Still stunned from the 
suddenness of the display, Betsy stood stiffly, as though 
eager to hear a ration^ explanation. Harder knew that his 
position still carried weight with her, and that surprise 
was his best weapon. 

“Listen to me carefully, Betsy. You are in a sticky 
situation. If you really want to save your marriage it can be 
done. But it must be done wisely and with care. What I 
did just now was to shock you—to show you you were still 
desirable and lovely—a woman any man would be proud 
of.” 

The an g er left her eyes and her form loosened. 

“That’s better. You have to fight fire with fire—^parti- 
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cularly if you are losing the one you love. All right—this 
new job is only part of it. There is much more to holding 
a man like Qay. If you wiU trust me I’ll show you how to 
do it.” His eyes bored intensely into hers. “Will you trust 
me?” 

The only sound was that of their breathing. He could 
see the emotions ripple over her face—^indecision, fear, 
love, terror—and at last there was a smile. 

“I’m sorry,” she murmured. “I behaved like a fool. I 
know it wasn’t as bad as I thought it was, Bartley. I’ve 
just been so nervous and upset.” She passed a hand over 
her forehead. “I trust you. What shall I do?” 

The worst of it was over. He could relax now. 

Next to an enjoyable session in bed with a beautiful 
young girl, he enjoyed nothing more than the intrigue and 
complications leading up to it—the long-range seduction 
so long as he was fairly sure of the reward at the end. Now 
that he had made this great step he was sure of the 
reward. He could afford to be generous. ^ 

“First of all, don’t worry about the new assignment. 
Clay will be given a job within the week—I promise. Sec¬ 
ondly, you must not give any sign that you know of it, or 
that this meeting took place ... or that we are any more 
than vague acquaintances. Is that agreed?” 

“It’s agreed,” she answered, visibly softened toward 
him. 

“Okay, m have Willis drive you back to your hotel. 
See Clay, have a long talk with him, find out just how 
deeply this thing goes with him. Then, if you will, check 
with me again as soon as you can. Or better still I’ll call 
you some day when I know Clay is off somewhere.” 

Then they were saying good-bye and Betsy, really smil¬ 
ing now and radiating a new confidence, was going 
through the door. 

After she had left, Bart Harder poured himself a stiff 
shot and downed it in a gulp. This promised to be one 
of the trickiest and most complicated maneuvers he had 
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ever engaged in. But, remembering Betsy’s wonderful 
beauty, it would be worth it. 

That he had shaded the truth a little was beside the 
point. After all, he would keep his promise and send Clay 
on a new assignment. All he had omitted was the minor 
detail that he would forbid Gordon to take his wife along. 

1 

6 

Leigh returned from walking the dogs and went straight 
to her room without seeking out either Joyce or Bart. To¬ 
day she was not up to their prying questions or solicitous 
comments on her “condition.” She preferred being with 
the dogs, which—even though they could not speak Eng¬ 
lish —could converse with her with an intelligence that 
often was more interesting than Joyce’s blow-by-blow 
account of her most recent shopping excursion. 

Besides, today she was feeling that she called “dis¬ 
tracted.” Nothing concrete was ailing her, no actual head¬ 
ache or backache or toothache, yet she felt that her entire 
body was alive with mysterious maladies. She knew it was 
largely mental, that her mental processes invariably con¬ 
trolled her physical being. An aching mind meant an 
aching body. Well, her mind was aching, distracted or not. 

Leigh wandered over to the window that overlooked 
the dying greenery of Central Park. The sky was a misty 
blue with the wisps of clouds scudding fast above the 
jagged skyline of the city. It gave her a sudden sharp 
pang of nostalgia, reminding her of other, happier Octo¬ 
bers when she was young and anxious to live and to love. 
The days had not changed—only she had changed. 

Turning, she saw herself in the mirror on the back of 
the door. A tall, slender figure in slacks with a long- 
sleeved jersey and a suede vest over it. She noted, without 
conceit, that it curved properly in the right spots. Her 
hips, like her breasts, were smooth and well-shaped. When 
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she walked, a little V appeared, disappeared and re^)- 
peared in the material of the slacks just below her waist 
The jersey was dented generously by the twin mounds of 
her strong, separated breasts. 

Yes, it was a good body, but what good was it? Ruled 
as it was by her mind it might have been made of wood. 
For her min d prevented her body from being utilized as 
nature had intended it to be. 

She knew the cause of this attack of melancholia. Oay 
Gordon. She made no pretense about it. She was in love 
with him. She had been since the first meeting under the 
trees in the park. The diimer had confirmed her suspicion 
and after that it was only a matter of circumstance imtil 
they were thrown together. For a few hours that night 
she fdt that everything had changed, that she could love 
freely and willingly, that she could accept him with joy. 
But the little men inside her brain had fought him off. 
Why could she not forget Bruce and everything about 
him? Why did he haunt her, keeping her from the happi¬ 
ness she bad earned a thousand times over. 

The struggle she was now engaged in was the bitterest 
since Bruce’s death. That she wanted Clay Gordon des¬ 
perately there was not the slightest doubt. That he was 
good and kind and genuine she knew too. That be had 
admir able self-control and respect for her, well, tiiat was 
a proven fact. He embodied virtually every fine quality 
she would ever seek in a man—in a hiunan being. Then, 
in addition, to have the tremendous physical effect on her 
that he did was breathtaking. 

However, there was a catdL Or a couple of catches. 

Leigh slipped the vest off and drew the jersey up and 
over her head. She had to get ready for cocktails tonight, 
so she might as well get at it. Unhooking her bra, she 
started for the bathroom. Her breasts, freed, felt pleasantly 
heavy. She looked down and they seemed to stare up at 
her with friendliness. They still held some of the sun they 
had gotten during the nude sun-baths in Florida. 
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It was almost necessary to peel off the slacks, so closely 
did they cling to her hips and legs. Rid of them, she 
slipped down the ribbed panties and stepped out of 
them. Utterly naked, she went into the bathroom, found 
a towel and hung it over the shower door. 

With the water cascading down over her skin, she dared 
to dwell further on Qay. 

A couple of flies in the ointment. He was married. Not 
only married but happily married to a fine and beautiful 
girl whom he loved. Much as Leigh wanted him, she drew 
the line at jamming a high heel into another woman’s 
face to get him. It followed that a relationship which 
started off by causing unhappiness would end up in similar 
unhappiness. And what right did she have to barge into 
the middle of this good marriage and indulge her own 
desires? 

The second catch was closely related. She had not been 
just talking when she told Clay she feared she was jinxed, 
that she hesitated to get entangled with a man and chance 
bringing him ill luck. Convinced that she was partially to 
blame for Bruce’s suicide, she would never quite recover 
from the guilt it had left in her. 

Combined, the two reasons presented a solid front 
against going any further into the affair. 

Idly she drew the sponge-rubber soap glove over her 
breasts as she stood away from the spray a moment. The 
white bubbles made a pretty trail over her flesh. She made 
a circular motion over the tip of one breast, aware of a 
twinkle of response. She did the same over her flat, in¬ 
curved waist and the rise of her belly. Then she stood 
under the water and washed the designs off. 

Yet would she get any peace now that she and Clay 
were in love? For she was sure he loved her. He must 
have loved her in the cabin that night because only a man 
in love would not have slept with her and imposed his 
will. Anyone else would have jumped first and apologized 
afterwards. And knowing that he loved her, she knew that 
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she could have the peace and contentment and relief she 
so badly needed, merely by reaching out and taking it. 

The shower stall was small enough so that she could 
lean against a wall and lift up one leg and brace it against 
the opposite wall She did thk now and drew her pad over 
the symmetrical length of her calf and thigh. It was a firm 
leg, with silken muscles covered by a taut, almost trans¬ 
parent layer of browned skin. Wide and full at the very 
top where it merged with her torso, it tapered neady to her 
knee and then in swift lines became her calf and then the 
narrow band of her ankle. The soap was slippery and drib¬ 
bled over her thigh to the floor, where it was washed away. 

So she had a choice. It was an old one—one she had 
had to exermse many times in the past. Either she could 
plunge in and risk the consequences and gamble not only 
her own happiness but that of the others involved, or she 
could turn her back again and walk her dogs—alone. 

But dam it, she had been doing just that for two years 
—turning her back and letting happiness slip away. Well, 
it was about time she repaid herself for the anguish and 
heartache she had suffered. And Qay was willing. All she 
had to do was give him the okay and he would be there— 
Betsy or no. 

And maybe then the storm in her insides would subside; 
the hunger there for a man and his love and his body was 
maHfjpining . It was with her, eveiy waking and sleeping 
moment. Sleeping—that was a good one. Dreams peopled 
with naked men, swarms of fish and endless lines of tele¬ 
phone poles. She would often awake more exhausted than 
when she had gone to sleep. 

All right, so she had to have a man . . . and the man 
had to be Qay Gordon. No one else would do. 

Well, if there was any getting him, it would be tonight. 
Bart had said the Gordons were also invited to the same 
gathering and had promised to come. If it wasn’t too late 

_^if she had not scared him off with her sordid story of 

Bruce and her life with him—then she would try. It was 
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too bad that Betsy was so nice, but it was her own stupid 
fault for marrying a guy as attractive and wonderful as 
Clay Gordon, 

*‘Clay Gordon, I hate you!” 

Betsy didn’t say it aloud because she didn’t reaDy mean 
it. She was saying it as a child would speak to its mother 
who had not given him his own way. No, she didn’t hate 
Clay. She loved him as deeply as ever. What she hated 
were these frequent periods of non-communication, when 
he would sink into mute, brooding silences that effectively 
locked her out. 

Her attempts at lifting him back to her level had been 
futile. For a while she thought of not telling him about 
Bart Harder, afraid that he would go after Bart and kill 
him. Then she was afraid that he would do nothing, and 
that would have been a cruel insult to bear. 

Clay Gordon was acting as if he wished his wife weren’t 
alive. 

Oh, she could guess why. It had begun with that kiss 
on the terrace. Well, she was no prude. She didn’t really 
mind if her husband kissed an attractive ^1. But to make 
such a production of it and hide and skulk around like a 
criminal was something else. He might even be in love 
with Leigh. It wouldn’t be pleasant to take, but the least 
he could do was say so and say he wanted a divorce. 

The last word nearly burst out and she blinked back 
tears. 

Now they were getting ready for another absurd cock¬ 
tail party because they had to go. But Clay was down in 
the bar having a few d rinks with one of the boys from the 
oflSce and she had to stay in the room and dress. That 
used to be one of their best sources of fun—helping one 
another dress. Now he wouldn’t even do that. Maybe he 
would for Leigh Harder. 

Sitting on the edge of the bed, she fought back the tears 
that threatened to come. She stood up to pull on black 
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sheer panties, a little angry that Clay was not present to 
comment on them—^he usually did. She glanced down 
at them. If she were a man she would comment. They were 
dainty things with delicate lacework along the sides that 
teasingly revealed glimpses of her pink hips. The legs were 
fringed with artful traceries. From them hung the black 
satin strands, two on each side, needed to hold up the 
stockings—the stockings Clay was so adept at putting 
on for her. 

She affixed the ribbed black brassiere to her breasts, 
bending forward to better fasten the backstrap. Then she 
sat down again and reached for the dark-threaded hosiery. 
They weighed nothing at all, but what a difference they 
made to legs. The utilitarian limbs were miraculously trans¬ 
formed from things to walk on to objects of beauty. She 
drew on one with care, cautious not to make a run—they 
were her best and most expensive pair. Clay had gotten 
them in Paris for her last year. Up over the slim calf and 
to the thigh. There she smoothed it out, checked the seam. 
Then she stood up again to draw it tight and fasten the 
front garter. Another quick check and she attached the 
garter that trailed over the back of her upper thigh. 

Presently, she had the other stocking on and was pulling 
the black petticoat over her hips. Then she found the dress 
she wanted, the one with the daringly cut nwkline. It was 
dangerous, of course, but if Clay liked girls who wore 
such things she would try and please him. He always said 
her body was the finest he had ever seen. Well, not only 
would he get a chance to see it tonight, but so would many 
others, 

Bart Harder, for instance. 

In spite of the scene of the afternoon, she felt certain 
she could depend upon him to help her plot against—or 
with—Gay. The thought of the cleverness of her plan 
brightened her spirits. All was not lost yet. If she could 
just hold her temper for a few more days Clay would be 
back with her and they would be off to some far comer 
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of the world where they could not be touched. Thus up¬ 
lifted, she sat down with a magazine to await her hus¬ 
band’s return. 

On the way to the party Clay was surprisingly cordial 
and friendly—almost like a lover. He even kissed her 
cheek as they rode in the cab. Then Betsy knew the cause 
of his amity—the martinis he had drunk in the bar. She 
chattered on senselessly about New York and the things 
she had seen, but his face remained vacant and she 
knew he was not really listening. 

On their arrival they were greeted effusively by the host 
and hostess, one of the firm’s directors and his wife, and 
led to the living room where the affair was in full sway. 
She saw some of the people who had been at the Harders’ 
their first night, plus some she didn’t know. The snatches 
of conversations she heard told her most of them were in 
some branch of the newspaper business. 

Almost at once she was separated from Clay and cor¬ 
nered by Bart Harder. The big man was apologetic. 
“Betsy,” he said to her over the rim of a glass. “You must 
know I feel like a dog for the way I treated you yesterday. 
I hope you’ll accept my apologies.” 

“Of course,” she replied with sincerity. “I was just taken 
off-guard. I doubt if there is a woman alive who doesn’t 
secretly like to be flattered that way.” 

Bart grinned ruefully. “You’re very kind. I hope I can 
make it up to you some day. I’d like to be friends with 
you.” 

“I consider you my friend now,” Betsy said. “But you’ll 
be even more of a friend if you can give me good news.” 

Bart nodded his head vigorously. “ Think I have just 
what you want. I spoke with my editors and they agree 
that Gay would be the one to cover the conference in 
Geneva.” 

Her heart leaped. “Grand. When?” 

“Today is Thursday. Probably Saturday. The pow-wow 
doesn’t start until Tuesday. Give him plenty of time to get 
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set up and oriented. Everything will be all right again 
sooner than you think.” 

Betsy felt a rush of affection for the Old Man. Maybe 
he wasn’t so bad after ‘all. His momentary lapse in his 
library was probably just that. He had a big heart and if 
once in a while it overflowed, well, you couldn’t feel 
offended. 

She looked around the room. Those who knew her 
nodded and made faces of greeting at her. Suddenly gayer 
than she had been in days, she took a long gulp out of 
Bart’s glass and joined them. Once, through a break in 
the crowd, she saw Qay and Leigh in the midst of an 
earnest conversation near the French doors. She had to 
admit that Leigh looked lovely. The unsmiling sobriety 
of the other night had given way to a lilting freshness and 
she was talking to Clay with animation. 

Having talked with Bart, Betsy no longer felt the con¬ 
suming jealousy eating at her. Leigh didn’t know, but her 
hours were numbered. Betsy felt a surge of triumph. She 
could even afford to be friendly. 

As she was about to wend her way through the throng, 
Bart appeared at her side again. “Betsy. Don’t rush off.” 

“I’m not going anywhere.” 

“I hope not. I want to talk to you.” 

“Talk away.” She laughed. “But first I could use a 
drink. I’m ready to kick up my heels tonight.” 

Bart waved to a passing maid and produced a highball. 
“I realize I’m old enough to be your father but there are 
some things I must tell you.” 

“I’m all ears.” 

His eyes were burning into hers with a peculiar in¬ 
tensity. “May I say that you are one of the most beautiful 
women I’ve ever seen?” 

“You may.” 

“And probably one of the most dangerous.” 

“Ha. That’s a good one. I have trouble killing flies.” 

“I mean it Around you is an aura of allure and magnet- 
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ism that makes me dizzy. And every other man who meets 
you.” 

Betsy cocked her head. If nothing else, Bart certainly 
did have a way with words. “How you do go on.” 

“Please,” Bart said fervently, “I’m serious. The danger 
I speak of certainly exists—^because it will make a man 
take chances he would never dream of ordinarily. But 
there is also something else that makes you a living para¬ 
dox. You are also loaded with a helplessness and inno¬ 
cence that makes each man want to take care of you and 
protect you.” 

His eyes left her face and strayed down to the deep V 
of her neckline. Unless she was mistaken, enough of the 
fringe of her black bra showed for him to get an eyeful. 

It had been a long time since she had consciously ^ed. 
She found now that she enjoyed it and liked having a man 
like Bart Harder, who knew many beautiful and sophisti¬ 
cated women, tell her such pleasant lies. 

He went on. “The truth is, Betsy, that I’m finding my¬ 
self thinking about you all the time, all day long. That’s 
part of the danger in you.” 

Betsy laughed and lifted her hands like claws. “Grrr. 
Look out or I’ll eat you up.” 

Bart caught one of her hands in his. “I wouldn’t mind 
a bit.” 

“Don’t be silly. I know you and Joyce are the happiest 
people around.” 

“How about you and Clay?” 

“That’s something else again. It’s diflScult to know what 
is going to happen. I do think though that once we get 
away from here we’ll be all right. You don’t know how 
much this means to me.” 

“I think I do.” 

A tall cadaverous-looking man with a high, bony fore¬ 
head and hollow cheekbones said hello to Bart. 

“Betsy, may I present George Attwood, the head of the 
biggest wire service in the country. 1 always say that the 
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next best thin g to a good friend is a good enemy. And 
that’s what George is—my favorite enemy.” 

Attwood grunted. “The truth, Bart. You’re my enemy 
nowadays, I don’t mind admitting.” 

“How so? Your boys scooped mine on the plane crash 
the other day.” 

‘Not talking about that,” Attwood said without expres¬ 
sion. “I’m talking about how you scooped us three years 
ago—on Clay Gordon.” 

The Old Man threw his head back and roared. Liquor 
spilled over the edge of his glass. Betsy watched with curi¬ 
osity. 

George Attwood turned to her, his sad bloodhound 
eyes even sadder. “This old crook stole your husband out 
from under my nose, Mrs. Gordon. We thought we had 
him signed, sealed and on-the-job, but Bart Harder 
snatched him away. Consequently, Bart will get the honors 
and not us.” 

“What honors, Mr. Attwood?” 

“The big prize, that’s what,” Attwood growled un¬ 
happily. “Everybody knows it. The guessing now is for 
who will get second place. Clay’s reporting from the 
Middle East reads like a Churchill speech. You should be 
very proud of him.” 

“I am,” Betsy said quietly. 

“And now I hear he’s off to Geneva. The sonofagun 
ought to be sitting at the table making history instead of 
reporting it.” He poked a long finger into Bart’s chest. 
“Mark my words. I’ll get him some day. Harder.” 

“Go ahead and try, Attwood. I’m not worried. Qay 
knows when he’s well off. Doesn’t he, Betsy?” 

“Yes. I guess he does.” 

“You’re very pretty, my dear,” Attwood said. “And you 
can tell your husband I said so. You are both lucky.” 

“Thank you.” 

Attwood’s lanky figure faded away into the drinkers 
and Betsy watched him go. Sympathy for the. man rose 
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in her. There was an element of tragedy about him and 
she wondered why. 

Bart anticipated her question. “Don’t worry too much 
about George, Betsy. Most newspapermen wind up as 
misanthropes in the end. We see too much of life and 
death and destruction. Disaster is our business. After a 
while we expect the worst and when someone does some¬ 
thing nice for someone else it’s a rude shock.” He paused 
reflectively. “Yet in men like that reside big hearts. 
They have no inhibitions about speaking their minds. 
Which is why they are so unpopular with the big shots. It 
works two ways, of course—they are also kind and gen¬ 
erous. They never let a friend go hungry—and when 
they meet a beautiful girl they tell her so.” 

“He makes me feel sorry for him.” 

“That’s probably because you are getting to be one of 
us.” 

“I envy you all.” 

“Don’t. We have terrible jobs to do. Stay as you are- 
pure, untouched, innocent. Clay needs that more than 
anything else.” 

Over his shoulder Betsy saw Qay’s head close to 
Leigh’s. “Does he?” she asked quietly. 

“Speaking of Clay,” Bart interrupted, “suppose we find 
him. He doesn’t know about the strategy yet.’ 

“Yes, let’s.” 

A flicker of annoyance danced over Clay’s features as 
they approached. 

“Qay, boy, I’ve got some pleasant dope for you,” Bart 
boomed as he clapped an arm around his shoulders. 

“About time,” Clay grinned stiffly. “What is it?” 

♦ Betsy nodded at Leigh and was rewarded wth an icy 
look in return. Odd, but the girl didn’t even seem embar- 
I rassed about having Clay’s wife catch her in the act. 

“You know about the big conference stealing in Switzer¬ 
land next week, don’t you?” 

^ “Of course.” 
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“How would you like to handle it?” 

Qay frowned. “But I just got back, Bart. I thought the 
good news was word of a long vacation in the mountains.” 

‘This is in the moimtains—the Alps. We need a good 
man over there. You’ll get the vacation when you get 
back. It’ll only take ten days. I swear to it.” Bart crossed 
his heart. 

Qay shook Ws head. Clearly, he was irritated and Betsy 
wondered if she had made a serious mistake in forcing 
this. He might balk and cause trouble. 

At that moment Leigh spoke up. “Gay, I think it would 
be grand. Wouldn’t hurt your reputation a bit.” 

Betsy bit her lip. That was precisely the thing she should 
have said. What right did Leigh have usurping her posi¬ 
tion? 

“And Betsy,” Gay went on. “She’s in need of a long 
rest, too. It wasn’t easy living with those natives for a 
year.” 

“Don’t worry about Betsy,” Bart said. “This is going 
to be such a hot and heavy ten days I doubt if she’ll be able 
to take it. I’m going to advise against your taking her.” 

Betsy’s heart plummeted to her shoes. She couldn’t 
believe her ears. When Clay’s face lit up at Bart’s words, 
she felt even worse. 

Bart turned to her. “I mean it, Betsy. It would be better 
to stay right here in New York and make plans for the 
second honeymoon when Clay gets back. Don’t you 
agree?” 

She couldn’t answer. She wanted to scream that Bart 
had betrayed her, but if she did. Clay would know she had 
maneuvered behind his back. 

“I know those conferences, Betsy,” Leigh murmured 
softly. “They are ghastly. And when the correspondents 
finish a day of trying to make sense of what they bargain 
about, they aren’t fit to live with.” 

“That’s right, Leigh,” Bart interjected. “You have cov¬ 
ered some of them, haven’t you?” 
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“Correct. In fact, I was going to ask if you wouldn’t 
accredit me as a special correspondent to do the woman’s 


angle.” 


“Good idea,” the Old Man said through pursed lips. 
“Very good. Could you leave Saturday?” 

“I could leave tomorrow.” 

“Fine. Clay will follow Saturday and between the two 
of you there could be a helluva report.” 

Betsy no longer listened. The old jealousy and nausea 
and fear was in her again. For all her planning and plot- 
tig, she had been outplayed. Exactly what she didn’t want 
had come to pass. Leigh Harder was going to be alone 
with Clay Gordon while Betsy Gordon stayed home and 
did the knitting—^with a very eager Bart Harder to hold 
at bay. 



Leigh flew up from Rome while Clay took an Air- 
France plane from Paris. On learning the conference had 
been delayed two days by the “indisposition” of the Rus¬ 
sian delegates, they found they had forty-eight hours to 
kill. So, in mutual silence, they rented a car and pro¬ 
ceeded to drive up along the northern shore of Lake 
Leman. On their left were the steep hills of vineyards, 
newly plucked of grapes. To the right, across the incredi¬ 
bly brilliant blue of the lake, the Alps shouldered upward 
in stupendous glory with Mont Blanc gleaming white in 
the late afternoon sun. 

They did not speak much, content to see the mountains 
and the water. Besides, there was not very much to say. 
They knew where they were going—and why. Leigh askrf 
about the dogs and Clay told her they were moping and 
mooning over her absence. She did not mention Betsy 
and neither did he. This was not a denial of her existence, 
merely an awareness that Betsy had no part here. There 
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were only the two of them, and no one and nothing else 

could intrude. _ 

As they approached Lausanne, set on its hills, Clay 

thought it the cleanest, loveUest city he had ever seen. 
A quickening in his heart made him drive faster. Lei^ 
cast a sidelong glance at him, smUing, as if reading his 
thoughts. For a long time he had been aware that Switzer¬ 
land was “Americanized,” but Lausanne was still a pleas¬ 
ant shock with its wide streets and new buUdinp and 
automobiles sporting license plates from fifty different 


They found a hotel on the lake front and although they 
had to show their passports and register with dissimilar 
names, the desk clerk made no comment. Obviously he 
was quite accustomed to such sophisticated arrangements. 
Nevertheless, Gay felt furtive. Only when they were alone 
in the room did he finally relax. 

“It’s a lovely room,” Leigh said as she stood at the 
wrought-iron railing of the tiny balcony that extended 
over the street to afford a view of the snowy peaks. 

The room was too small and the double bed was not very 
wide and they had to walk down the hall to the johm 
but Clay agreed that it was a lovely room. Kneeling at his( 
suitcase he dug out a bottle of cognac and handed it up 
to her and watched as she tilted her head back and allowed 
the liquid to enter her mouth. Her throat gulped twice and 
a few drops trickled down over her chin. Clay stood up 
and snatched the bottle from her. Then he kissed her* 

The taste of brandy on her lips was delicious. He held 
the bottle in one hand, preferring to drink from her mouth. 
Suddenly, with an abandon that bad not been evident 
during the trip, Leigh flung herself against him, clin^ 
desperately. Tteir crushed mouths created a warm, dry 
flame. The entire lean length of her body melted into his. 

Just as abruptly, she drew back and regarded him with 
eyes slightly out of focus. “Clay.” Her voice was low and 
hoarse. 
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“Leigh?” 

It s not too late, you know. You can get another room. 
Or we can go back to Geneva.” 

“It is too late, Leigh,” he replied simply. 

Face flushed, she turned away, her normally neat hair 
muMed. She placed a hand to still her beating heart 
“I mean too late for you, Qay. I want you. Oh, I want 
you so very, very much. But—” 

“Be quiet,” he whispered gently, putting a finger to her 
lips. “Be quiet.” 

With that contact and that simple command, what he 
had known from the very first day in the park, a million 
years and three thousand miles ago, began to happen. 

She stood motionless as he loosened the top button 
of her blouse, then the next and the next. Tenderly he 
slipped the garment back over her arms, imprisoning 
them. Her lx>som waited in firm impatience—^white and 
round and inviting. 

^^Leigh s eyes closed and her head went back. 

“Kiss me!” It was Leigh’s turn to command. 

Clay obeyed. 

“Clay. Clay. Clay!” 

They were on the bed now, as though a great hand 
had urged them to it. And he was searching for her 
through the maddening protection of her clothing. At last 
he found her—waiting for him as he knew she would be. 
Under his sensitized touch she was smoothly yielding, the 
dips and curves inherently warm. 

All thoughts were banished from his mind. There was 
no (inference. No park. No hotel. No bed. No Betsy. 

Side by side, they faced each other, no longer impatient 
or hasty—mutually prolonging the delights, secure in the 
knowledge that at last they were together. The chase was 
over—the maneuvering, the hiding, the fear . . . the 
pain. They were together now. Two bodies surrounded by 
one \^, dedicated to a single irresistible action. 

With knowing fingers he explored his newfound treasure 
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like a blind man who at last regains his sight. As if he 
could not believe she would be thb lovely—or if anything 
could be this lovely. Mouths met in joyous intimacy. His 
hands went over the slender isthmus of her waist, then 
lower until they were swept outward by the hip curves. 

The two of them remained that way, side by side, but 
no longer apart. For they were one, fused and welded, 
their faces an inch apart, eyes so close that lashes touched. 
Slowly, oh so slowly, she moved toward him, like a swell¬ 
ing warm wave from the sea. When she retreated it was a 
blast of Arctic winter. To prevent such an occurrence 
a gain he locked her with his arms, aUowing her to move 
only as he wished. 

Such a sensation he did not know could exist. That the 
fragile glory of a woman’s body could dominate his strong 
male power was magical, almost ethereal, and the thought 
made him surge out of himself, out and away from the 
flesh-bonds of her legs and the insistent pressures of her 
breasts. High, soaringly high, breathtakin^y high, leaving 
the two alone together, as a bird which has flown in and 
then retired in discreet haste. Far above the sapphire blue 
of the lake and the crystal whiteness of Mont Blanc where 
he saw the knifed ridges and the deep crevasses, the clifiEs 
and alabaster slopes and the frozen rippled rivers of ice. 
Gliding free and unfettered, unhindered, out of reality and 
into a nether world of neo-realism. Seeing the'globe as a 
grape. As two grapes. Far down on the slopes, the thrust 
of a snowy promontory. 

There was an imperceptible motion as the wall near 
it cracked. The black line snaked across the snow rapidly. 
Another movement, visible this time and then a massive 
sheet of snow and ice was sliding downward in slow mo¬ 
tion. Falling free, the huge chunk struck the frozen river 
and smashed it. Then it seemed that the entire side of the 
mountain collapsed in a deafening roar that sent rever¬ 
berations echoing through the iced air. A Niagara of sound 
and fury. Powerful hammerstrokes of nature pounding 
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with, a curious, rushing rhythm that could not be impeded. 

All at once everything was obliterated as a cloud of 
fine white snow-dust rose, drifting. There was only the 
sound, and then, soon, that too faded and there was only 
peace . . • 

They had dinner at an open-air restaurant near the 
illuminated dock where the excursion steamers picked up 
tourists for the trip downlake to Geneva. They listened 
unattentively to the four-piece orchestra whose leader 
fancied himself a vocalist. A new moon peeked around 
from behind a mountain across the lake, casting yellow 
streamers across the black water. 

Qay was in a kind of waking daze, a state of mind 
which made everything he ate taste like nectar. Now 
and then he reached over the small round table to touch 
Leigh’s hand as though to reassure himself of her presence. 
Next to her, every other woman in the area was drab and 
dreary. A somnolent sleepiness had come over him, giving 
him a sense of completeness and fullness. 

He was in love. 

And he was about to tell Leigh so when it happened. 

A clear, feminine voice darted between them like a 
shaft of splintered glass. “Clayl Qay Gordon!” 

Numb, his heart pumping wildly, Clay looked around. 

Out of the gloom, beyond the picket-and-hedge fence, 
he saw a woman waving frantically at him. Behind her 
was a man. The machinery of his mind flicked through 
his memory. He could never forget that voice. Penny 
Cramer, a friend of Betsy’s from Istanbul, where she had 
worked in the Embassy and done her bit to cement East- 
West relations with her own version of the Marshall Plan 
—^the Penny Plan, 

Across the table he saw that the reminiscent smile on 
Leigh’s wonderful face had altered imperceptibly to a 
faint grimace of pain. 

He had no choice but to acknowledge the greeting. Half 
the diners in the restaurant had heard the cry and now 
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were watching with undisguised interest. It was like a 
waking nightmare—and Clay suddenly wished he would 
really wake up. 

Penny Cramer, a dizzy blonde with a wide mouth and 
big eyes, a bouncing bosom and wriggly hips, dashed 
toward them, heedlessly bumping elbows and spilling soup. 
“Clay, darling! And Betsy—oh!” 

She did the worst possible thing then. She stopped speak¬ 
ing, the words half out, her painted face gaping. The man 
behind her appeared to have more sense, but it was too 
late. Her approach had spilled more than soup. 

Clay tried to grin a welcome. 

‘Tenny,” he said weakly. “How nice to see you. This 
is a surprise.” As quickly as possible he tried to absorb 
the couple into the smallest possible space. If a hole were 
handy he would have dropped them into it. “This is my 
boss. Miss Harder. Won’t you sit down? We were just or¬ 
dering coffee. If you don’t mind shoptalk, that is.” 

This was the only way. If he attempted to lie or maneu¬ 
ver, everything would be lost. 

The blonde made a sound like a giggle and turned to 
the man who had reluctantly trailed her into the chaos. 
“Cedric, do meet these nice people. Qay is the most won¬ 
derful guy in the whole world.” Belatedly she lowered her 
voice. “This is Miss Harder and this is Cedric, my hus¬ 
band. He’s British,” she added as an apologetic explana¬ 
tion. 

Cedric was a buck-toothed chap with an impossible 
haircut who looked as if he had money. Lots of it. He gave 
Qay a limp hand. 

On the bandstand, as if miffed at having the entertain¬ 
ment spotlight stolen from him, the singer-bandleader 
swung into a double-talking, mumbling mambo that suc¬ 
cessfully regained the attention of the audience. Clay could 
have kissed him, fat oily face and all. 

A waiter arrived with extra chairs and then they were 
sitting around the postage-stamp table like four firiends. 
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Penny said, “We can’t stay long, really,” but made no 
effort to get up. “We’re on our honeymoon. Aren’t we, 
dear?” Cedric nodded wearily. 

Until that moment Clay had secretly hoped that the 
girl was on another of her flings—collecting pennies. 
In the past she had made a joke of extracting a penny 
from her men for each of her bedtime favors. She kept 
them in a piggybank and had once claimed to have nearly 
twenty dollars in pennies. But that had been at least two 
years before. 

Apparently, Qay thought, she was going in for shilling s 
now. 

In any case, his hope for privacy was destroyed. Now 
he—and Leigh—^were entirely at Penny’s mercy. If there 
was such a thing in that sex-packed body. 

“Well,” Penny sighed, obviously prepared for a long 
stay. “Fancy seeing you here. Didn’t Betsy come? Or is 
this all business?” She put a slight emphasis on the last 
word. 

“Work. Miss Harder and I are covering the conference 
in Geneva for the news service. We drove up for dinner— 
just to get away from the stench of international intrigue. 
Ha ha.” 

“Ha ha,” Penny replied, clearly not believing a word 
of it but willing to go along. She had played this game 
before. This was like a windfall for her, and like a terrier 
with a rat she could not resist shaking it for all it was 
worth. 

“Tell me, Qay, how is Betsy, anyway? She’s such a 
dreadful correspondent, you know. Pregnant yet? She 
always claimed she was going to have oodles of babies.” 
This was accompanied by a coy glance at Cedric, who 
shifted in his seat and blinked. 

Clay smiled grimly. “Not yet. But we’re trying.” Then, 
because he felt malicious, “How about you?” 

Penny playfully slapped his wrist. “Naughty boy. We’re 
only married a week. Aren’t we, Ceddy?” 
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Cedric smiled wearily. It looked more like a millennium 
as far as he was concerned. 

Leigh sat in austere silence, as though trying to render 
herself invisible. Qay wondered if she would cry. 

“When you write to your mate, you give her my love, 
Qay. I do miss her so. And I bet you do, too.” Her gaze 
flicked briefly to Leigh. “You must visit us in London. 
We have a town house.” 

“Of course. I’m getting off a letter tonight.” Would she 
never leave? 

“Yes, indeedy. But look,” Penny said, “if you folks are 
going to be in Geneva for a few days perhaps we can all 
meet for dinner soon. That is, if you don’t have to slave 
too much. Tomorrow night? Where are you staying?” 

Clay told her the name of the hotel the Harder News 
Service always used. “Likely we’ll be pretty busy, but take 
the chance if you wish. Miss Harder may not still be there, 
but I will. Be grand to see you.” 

“Mmmm. Yes. It sure will.” She glanced at her wrist 
watch ostentatiously. 

Leigh plunged in. “Beautiful watch. A wedding gift?” 

“Indeedy. From Cedric. Isn’t he sweet?” She leaned 
forward and stage-whispered, “I think he kind of goes 
for me.” 

Leigh laughed in a voice on the outer rim of hysteria. 
For an instant Qay thought it would stray off, but it 
came back and he breathed again. 

Cedric offered a watery smirk. 

“Well,” Penny said grandly. “We must be off. We’re 
going to ride up the funicular. Way up the hill. Want to 
come?” 

“Not now, thanks. Penny. We have to run.” 

“All righty. Bye now. And remember me to Betsy. And 
don’t work too hard. A great pleasure to meet you, Miss 
Harder. Say good-bye, Ceddy.” 

Ceddy said good-bye and limply followed the bouncy 
form of his wife. Penny walked with a subtle hip-movement 
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that had the band playing off key for a moment. Her 
clinging form-fitting skirt outlined each dimple of her 
luscious hips. The seams of her sheer nylons were arrows 
from the tops of her high heels up to her skirt, to dis¬ 
appear in the darkness there. As Ae couple faded back 
into the gloom from whence they had come, Clay fought 
down an urge to call out, “Don’t take any wooden pennies,” 
the old battle cry. But it would be unwise to antagonize the 
blonde at a time like this. 

For a long time neither Qay nor Leigh spoke. She 
seemed thoroughly absorbed in making rings with the 
bottom of her coffee cup. 

Clay’s mouth was dry and his throat tight. “Great girl,” 
he murmured. 

“Yes. Just great. Clay?” 

“Yes?” 

“Remember that night at the apartment? The first thing 
you said to me?” 

“It’s a small world?” 

“It’s a damned small world. Clay, I don’t feel very well. 
Let’s get away from here.” Without waiting, she rose at 
once and walked out to the street. 

He signaled the waiter and paid, leaving an extra-large 
tip. Then he went after Leigh. He found her at the lake- 
edge, where the dark water lapped at the pebbles of the 
shore. The moon was higher now and he could see her 
face clearly. He touched her shoulder with his hand. 

“I want to die,” Leigh said softly. 

He seized her arms and held tight. “Don’t say that. Even 
as a joke. It could have happened to anyone. Anywhere. 
I had no idea that idiot-child would be hejp. Besides, I’m 
convinced she didn’t think a thin g. Penny never thinks. 
She’s famous for it.” 

Under his touch Leigh trembled violcmtly. “It’s all 
ruined, Clay. Everything. In just one night. I’m bad luck, 
Clay. A jinx. Everything I touch turns to stone.” 

“You’re wrong, you’re .wrong; you’re wrong,” he re- 
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peated fiercely. “It wasn’t you. You had nothing to do with 
h. It was me.” 

Tearless sobs shook her body. “It was me,” she whis¬ 
pered. 

“Leigh. Listen to me. I love you. Do you hear that? I 
never told you before—but I’ve had it. I’ve felt it. I’ve lived 
it. I love you.” 

“Don’t love me—^please.” 

“I have no choice. I have to love you.” 

“You love Betsy.” 

Qay hesitated. “Yes, I love Betsy. And you. It’s possible 
to love two, you know. I won’t deny Betsy.” 

“You can’t,” Leigh said bitterly. “There are too many 
Pennies in the world.” She laughed mirthlessly. “That 
was a pretty lousy pun.” 

“It was a lovely pun and you are lovely and I love you.” 

“Don’t, Clay. We should go back to Geneva. Tonight 
I know that Ceddy and Penny will be looking for us. They 
probably have the room next to ours.” 

“We’ll do no such thing.” He fought down a rising 
panic. “Dammit, Leigh, you’re putting too much on this. 
That kid is so wrapped up in herself she never noticed a 
thing.” 

Leigh shook her head and moonlight sparkled in her 
hair. “No? She looked at me. Clay. Women know. She 
knew. She knew we had been to bed. That we were in 
love. Women know.” 

Eveiy muscle in Clay’s body was tense with impotent 
fury. His jaws ached. Inside his skull each of Leigh’s words 
echoed and re-echoed as in a hollow cavern. “To hell with 
Penny and her husband. It’s none of their business.” 

“To heU with Betsy?” Leigh inquired softly. 

Clay’s fingers dug deeply into her arms. Leigh winced. 
“This has nothing to do with Betsy,” he muttered. 

“But it does. You belong to her. By law. Penny looked 
at me just as if I were a—a—a whore. You’re hurting me. 
Clay.” 
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“And you’re hurting me, Leigh.” He released her. “All 
right. Let’s finish this back at the hotel. It’s getting chilly.” 

“Chilly? Yes, it is getting chilly.” 

They walked back together, heavily, lifelessly. Qay did 
not know what else he could say to reassure her. Perhaps 
the best thing would be simply to let the mood run its 
course. Or else to display his love for her as mightUy as 
possible to scourge her dismal thoughts from her mind. 
The afternoon had been an unforgettable monument to 
their love. He would build it even higher. 

But when they returned and had imdressed and turned 
out the light, Leight was cold to his touch, a marble statue. 
For a few minutes he attempted to force her, but her lips 
were without warmth for him and she lay on her back, 
motionless and emotionless. Finally he realized it was 
useless, that she was beyond him now, too far away for 
him to reach. He knew even if he beat her she would re¬ 
main distant and aloof. 

At last, he rolled over and let the rigors of the day catch 
up with him and put him to sleep. 

When he awakened next morning the other half of the 
bed was empty. Leigh had gone. 


The week after Leigh left to vanish into the thin clear air 
of Switzerland, and until the conference had run its in- | 
terminable, talkative course. Clay Gordon existed in a 
half-life, a living death. 

Somehow he managed to cover the meetings, doing 
even more than was expected of him, interviewing the prin¬ 
cipal figures and painstakingly filing his dispatches—any¬ 
thing to occupy his mind and prevent him from going 
berserk. He dared not take a drink for fear he would be 
unable to stop after the first one. 

Internally his entrails churned in a perpetual sickness. 
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as though he were on the verge of throwing up—^but he 
never did, much to his discomfort. He recognized this as a 
sort of penance, a special hell devised for him, and there¬ 
fore made no efforts to cure or alleviate it. At the same 
time, a very real ache settled in the region of his heart, 
a dull pain as though a stone were lodged there. 

Whether this ache stemmed from the growing sense of 
guilt, he did not know. Guilt that he had knowingly de¬ 
ceived the wife he loved, guilt for being caught virtually 
in the act by Penny Cramer’s highly unpropitious arrival 
—or perhaps self-recrimination for having caused Leigh 
to go through an agony so piercing that she could not 
even let it be soothed by his love. 

Possibly it was compounded of parts of all the elements 
—aided and abetted by the eternal conversations he held 
within himself, when he would thrash himself unmerci¬ 
fully, hearing again every word as though feeling the stab 
of a dagger. 

In bed, sleep rarely came before dawn as he listened 
to each footfall in the hotel corridor outside his door, 
every squeak of the stairs, hoping blindly that Leigh had 
miraculously returned and would suddenly burst in and 
throw herself on him. 

She never came. 

Sometimes he would wake feverishly and reach for 
her, expecting his hand to find a bared, love-warm breast 
awaiting his caress, or the slim length of an inviting thigh 
asking for his attentions. The hallucinations were so real 
that he would breathe heavily and his body would strain 
tremendously and his loins ache with desire. And even 
though he would be calmer afterward and drop into a 
ponderous sleep, it was—in the end—only his imagina¬ 
tion, and there would be no dark head snuggled into the 
crook of his arm and no murmured words of affection and 
no languorous body pressing quietly to his. 

Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. 

By day he went through his routine as though drugged. 
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He did not trust himself to write to Betsy. 

And he had no idea where Leigh could be. 

Never had he felt more inadequate, helpless—or use¬ 
less. He was divorced from ihe world, a zombie mov¬ 
ing about among living men, and he wondered if ever he 
would smile again. 

But, regardless, time could not be stopped and the con¬ 
ference would end and he would return to the States. Re¬ 
turn to Bart Harder and J6yce Harder . . . and Betsy 
Gordon. Then he would really have to come out of this 
stupor and discover what he could do about picking up 
the pieces of his life and putting them together again. 

Qay left Geneva by car for Zurich. He rode with three 
other correspondents who were catching the same plane 
for Paris, chartered collectively by their papers. One had 
thoughtfully brought along a pri^ bottle of Kentucky 
bourbon and generously passed it around. Clay took his 
first drink in over a week—and liked it. He even unbent 
enough to join in the raucous, dirty-joke atmosphere. His 
colleagues were astonished after his long self-imposed 
silence at the conference and encouraged him. 

That was why he was drunk when they got to Zurich 
and why the others had to all but carry him into the air¬ 
craft. It was late afternoon when the plane took off and 
as it gained altitude the alcohol really took effect and made 
him even drunker. Still his insomnia prevented sleep from 
coming, so through befogged eyes he looked out the cur¬ 
tained window over the massive peaks of the Alps. 

The setting sun made a kaleidoscope of color on the 
glistening snow, bringing it to dancing life. The pilot 
took the time to make a complete circle of Mont Blanc. 
Clay stared at the monster dully, seeing at last how huge 
it was, how inaccessible, how formidable. Remembering 
that veteran mountain climbers referred to Blanc sneeringly 
as “kid stuff,” he marveled that anyone had ever negotiated 
the treacherous-looking ridges and glaciers. He experienced 
a powerful urge to hurl himself from the plane to see if 
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he could not land in the snow at the summit. Then he 
promised himself that he would come back some day and 
really climb it. 

Gradually the red sun sank over the rim of the world 
below them, ricocheting blindingly off the silver wing, 
making each rivet a tiny dot of fire. On the ground, pin¬ 
points of light appeared and Qay felt a swift twinge of envy 
for people who lived together in little farmhouses, warm 
and secure and unperturbed by such things as love and 
infidelity and jealousy and fear. 

The stewardess stopped to ask if he wanted a pillow and 
he said no, that he was not tired. She wore a pale blue 
uniform and an absurd hat perched atop her chestnut 
hair. Like most uniforms it was cut to display the physical 
charms of the wearer. The skirt was tight over the hips, 
revealing the firmness of the double swellings and out¬ 
lining the ridges of her underthings. The dizziness in 
Clay’s brain gave him a peculiar sensitivity to details. For 
instance, he noted that the symmetry of the inward curve 
of her loins was in direct ratio to the outward curve of her 
flanks. 

She had taken off her jacket and through her semi¬ 
sheer blouse the straps of her slip and bra were visible. 
The blouse made a straight bridge between her breasts. 
As she walked the bridge swayed and more than once 
he had to tear his eyes away lest he reach out a speculative 
hand. The girl moved with such grace and smiled so 
sweetly and spoke so softly that all the blunted love in his 
heart seemed to erupt when she came near. And for all her 
efficiency, he felt a mysteriousness exude from her, as 
though her body must be the loveliest, warmest and most 
delicious in the world. Whenever she knelt or bent down 
to attend to a passenger, the uniform tautened madden¬ 
ingly across the compactness of her hips. One stockinged 
knee gleamed. 

Qay Gordon closed his eyes. A sudden revelation had 
come to him. What he missed most about Leigh was her 
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physical presence. Her nearness, her proximity to him-— 
Ae reality of her body. If what he felt for her was love in 
its purest sense, then no matter where she might be he 
could receive solace. But his torture could only be ended 
by her body. Was that, then^ what his love consisted of? 
The need of feel her arms about him, her breasts as twin 
points of flame to his chest, her figure incomparably soft 
to his? 

He knew then that the agony he had gone through 
over Leigh could be ended, however briefly, by finding a 
receptacle for the surge of his passion. This stewardess, 
whom he had never met, could, he knew, supply him 
with the medicine to make him whole again. 

The thought was a terrifying one. For it meant, if valid, 
that he had been living under a delusion, that Leigh 
Harder had been little more than a fetish for him, a 
saucepan to catch the overflow of his love for Betsy. And 
it also meant that he had betrayed his wife. Betsy—did he 
even love her? Gentle and young and naive Betsy, with her 
flawless, tanned body that had known only his lips and 
his hands and his body . . . 

If he could feel a thrust of affection and desire for an 
unknown then he must truly be a monster, a sex-mad, 
selfish, egotistical monster. And what he had felt for the 
entire endless week in Geneva was nothing less than puer¬ 
ile self-pity. 

The significance of this chain of thought was sufficient 
to yank him to a certain degree of sobriety. Now that he 
was on the path to knowing himself and what motivated 
him, the future did not seem nearly so forbidding or grim. 
As though a strong add had eaten through the protective 
lead coating of a safe to expose the valuables within, 
he suddenly felt richer, freer. The dull ache was still there 
in his chest, but now he understood it and no longer was 
afraid of it—nor was he apprehensive about the impend¬ 
ing meeting with Betsy. The sin he had committed was not 
so much against her as against himself—and perhaps she 
too would understand. 
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A smothering bank of clouds had settled heavily over 
Le Bourget Field outside of Paris and the pilot of the liner 
began to make wide circles to find a spot througji which 
to sink. When he dipped into the cottony layers the lights 
on the wingtips vanished and whiteness swirled past 
Clay’s window. The seat seemed to drop out from under 
him and push him against his safety belt. Down, down, 
and still down. The plane slanted into the unknown. 
The wings wobbled. 

Then, startlingly, the dive ceased and the plane was 
struggling to regain altitude. They had broken through 
the clouds and just ahead and to the left Clay made out 
the vague shape of a church spire. The motors were roar¬ 
ing powerfully, pulling the craft up. It canted to the right 
sharply. 

Through it all Clay had regarded the maneuver with 
a curious detachment. He was not taking part in this, it 
had nothing to do with him. No fear raced through him, 
as it must have through the others in the plane. Death 
held no terrors for him and he had almost expected to 
see the wing sheered off by the tip of the steeple. Even 
then he would have been only interested to see how the 
plane would behave as it hurtled to the earth at one hun¬ 
dred and fifty miles an hour. 

The stewardess, from her seat in the rear, was calmly 
telling everyone to relax, that there was nothing to be 
afraid of. But her voice quavered as she said it. Clay 
smiled. For the first time in over a week he smiled. He 
could feel the thing on his face like an alien substance. 
But it felt good. 

The plane would make it safely. He knew that. The 
others did not know it, but he knew. They were totally 
unaware that the indestructible Clay Gordon was on 
board. This was “kid stuff.” 

Betsy Gordon awakened to the rude summons of the 
telephone jangling in her ear. She rolled over, offering 
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her pajama-clad back, but the instrument refused to ac¬ 
cept It and continued to ring. FinaUy, soggy with sleep, 
she groped for the wretched thing, uncradled it and placed 
It m the general region of her ear. “Mmnumn?” 

Betsy? A man’s voice, harsh and authoritative, sliced 
through the fog. 

“Mmmm? Yes.” 

“Bart Harder. Are you awake?” 

“No.” "raen, “Oh, Mr. Harder. What is it?” A current 
of panic rippled her abdomen. “Is it about Qay?” Phone 
calls at odd hours always terrified her. 

Not exactly. I’m in the lobby downstairs. I’m coming 
up.” ® 

But you can’t. Fm still in bed, Mr. Harder. In paja¬ 
mas.” Last week’s scene with Bart raced brilliantly across 
the blackboard of her minH 

“I won’t stay long, Betsy. I must talk to you.” 

“Can’t you tell me what it is on the phone? If it’s about 
The luminous dial on her watch glowed in the 
dark. “It’s after four o’clock, Mr. Harder.” 

“I’m coming up.” It was a voice that did not take no 
for an answer. 

The phone clicked in her ear. Betsy sat up, her hand 
on the pillow, the pajamas twisted around her torse. They 
were Clay’s and much too big for her and he always 
laugh^ when he saw her in them, saying she looked like 
a fugitive from a traveling circus. Automatically, she 
reached for the bathrobe that hung over the back of the 
chair next to the bed and slipped it on. It was a long way 
from being the most glamorous garment in the world, but 
* it was practical. Besides, it might serve to rid Bart Haider 
of any naughty ideas that might be rampa ging in his 
brain. 

Flicking on the bed-lamp she caught a quick glimpse 
of herself in the bureau mirror—a bundle of clothing 
with a sleep-pale face topped with a tangle of dark hair. 
She was yawning at her reflection when the knock came. 
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Betsy pushed back the long sleeves so that her hands 
would be free. As she walked to the door she watched 
the pink toes of her feet as they alternately appeared and 
disappeared under the wideness of the pajama bottoms. 
How silly she looked. 

Wouldn’t Clay laugh to see her now! 

After a second’s attention to her hair she touched the 
knob. Odd how her heart was beating imgularly, as 
though it were trying to warn her of something. 

Then she opened the door and admitted the Old Man. 

Bart Harder had been drinking. Betsy did not need a 
lab test to determinate that. His breath was heavy with the 
odor of liquor. But he was not drunk. Bart Harder ^ 
not the type to get drunk—^he had told her that once, ^e 
oripnal bottomless pit. As though he had two wooden 

legs. 

He breathed at her. “Betsy. Thank heaven you were 


in ** 

“Come in, Mr. Harder. Here’s a chair. What is it? You 
sounded as if it had something to do with Gay. Is he hurt? 

Has there been an accident?’’ . 

Right then she was not Betsy Gordon—^she w^ simply 
a network of nerves and senses devoted to worrying about 
her husband. Terror fiUed her throat and she felt tears 


bum at her eyelids. , 

“First off,’’ Bartley Harder grunted heavily, Uay is 
all right. As far as I know. In this business no news is 
good news. So set your pretty little head at rest over 

tlisit ** 

He dug into the pocket of his rumpled coat and ex¬ 
tracted a crumpled back of cigarettes. He lit one and 
exhaled volcanically. Then he leaned back m Im chair, 
crossed his legs and loosed a massive sigh. He had^ood 
head a leonine mass, the kind that would look good on 
a tombstone or atop a monument. The imn-grey hair 
clung closely to the skull; the nose jutted like the chin— 
challengingly. Virility oozed from every pore—this was 
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a man who had worked, played and loved hard all his 
life. 

Bart Harder’s presence filled the room and Betsy felt 
an urge to get away where she could move freely. As it 
was, she felt slightly trapped. She tugged the bathrobe 
tighter. 

“I just left Joyce,” Harder said around a cloud of 
smoke. 

“Oh. How is she?” Betsy was not in the mood for Small¬ 
talk but, after all, this was Clay’s employer. 

“I mean,” he said slowly, “I left her.” 

“Oh. I see. Excuse me for being thick but I—” Then 
it sank in. “You left her! But whyl” 

The big muscular body shook in a silent chuckle. “We 
had a fight.” 

“Goodness, that’s nothing to leave anyone over.” Betsy’s 
maternal instinct came to the surface as she forgot about 
Qay and that Bart Harder was a man with male instincts. 
Her concern was real—she thought he had come to her 
for solace. “Would you like me to call her, Mr. Harder? 
I’m sure she’ll listen to reason.” 

Harder grinned tightly, drawing his lips back over his 
teeth. “The fight was over you, Betsy.” One eyebrow lifted 
quizzically. 

“Me?” 

* You.” The big man stood up, hands on hips, cigarette 
smoke trailing upward. “I told her I had fallen in love 
with you.” He tapped an ash to the floor. “She didn’t 
like it.” 

Betsy’s hand went to her throat. “Whatever did you tell 
her that for?” 

“Because it’s true, that’s why.” Strong fingers snapped 
the cigarette against the wall and red sparks rained to 
the rug. Harder ignored them. He went to her and gripped 
her arms. “It’s true, Betsy. You know. You’ve known it 
all along.” 

“But I didn’t,” Betsy protested. “I’m married to Clay,” 
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she added in a weak voice. “He’s—^he’s my husband.” 

Harder was breathing heavily now as he pulled her close 
to him. His powerful body throbbed against hers, sending 
a stab of fear through her. He was so big and menacing 
and strong. 

“Betsy,” he said hoarsely. 

His mouth met hers an^y, forcing her lips apart. She 
tried to ward him off but her arms were immovable in his 

grip- 

“Don’t you understand what I’m saying, Betsy? I love 
you. I want to give you everything I have. I’ve given up 
my family for you.” 

Inexorably he was forcing her to the bed. The edge met 
the back of her knees, folding them, and then she went 
down. Harder rested on one knee above her, his face 
flushed, his eyes shining hungrily. 

It occurred to her that he was a little out of his senses. 
Even that time at the apartment when he had behaved 
irrationally, his eyes had been clear. She could feel he was 
at the edge of violence—and instinctively knew that 
danger lurged in those massive hands. She realized that 
she must keep her head. 

The hands were fumbling at the bathrobe and then at 
the buttons of her pajamas. There was a little snap as one 
gave way, and then the hands were coarsely fondling 
the unprotected flesh. One muscled thigh was gradually 
forcing her limbs apart. 

In a voice she had to fight to keep from straying into a 
scream she said, “Bart. This it not die way. Relax. Re¬ 
lax.” 

For a moment she wondered if he had heard—^if he 
could hear. Her heart ceased beating fcrt* an eternity, as 
though suspended between life and death. 

At last a twisted smile appeared on the face above and 
then it was receding as Harder left the bed and stood up. 
“Sorry,” he mumbled, reaching for a cigarette^ “I lost my 
head for a second. You do that to me, Betsy. You’re right. 
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though. It’s better to take it easy. I knew you’d see it my 
way.” 

Harder inhaled deeply. Betsy watched him carefully, 
uncertain as to her next move. 

He made it for her. “A divorce isn’t necessary,” he said. 
“For either of us. We can work out a little arrangement 
and no one will ever know.” 

“Know what?” Betsy inquired dazedly. 

“About you and me. I can see to it that Clay gets sent 
away on extended assignments—where he can’t take you. 
Joyce will go to Florida and stay in the house there. We 
can get you a nice place on Riverside Drive. Do you like 
Riverside Drive?” 

“Yes. It’s lovely.” 

“Fine. Fine. I know just the place.” He was talking now 
like a man coming out of an ether sleep. But—she noted 
—^he was gradually shedding the clothing he wore. 

Time was growing short. “Suppose, Bart, suppose I 
don’t agree to the arrangement? What then?” 

Harder grinned, “Do you think Fd kill you? No. Al¬ 
though I must confess I was close to it a minute ago. No, 
I couldn’t kill you, Betsy. But for a while I know you’ll 
be attached to Qay. Well, since Qay works for me, he is 
dependent on me and my moods. He’s a good man. The 
board has its eyes on him. They think he’ll go places. He 
will—if I don’t stop him. He’s got a great career ahead of 
him —^providing his wife stays friendly to me.” The eye¬ 
brows went up again. “But of course it won’t be neces¬ 
sary to use coercion. We understand one another, you 
and I, Betsy.” 

He was dmost entirely disrobed. 

Betsy sat up. “Give me a few minutes in the bathroom, 
won’t you?” She lowered her eyes shyly. 

“As long as you like—^I’ll be right here.” He indicated 
the bed. 

Betsy shuddered inwardly. What was it in their make¬ 
ups that allowed men to have such enormous egos when it 
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to sexual prowess? Did this gorilla think that the 
sight ot his bared chest lifted her to heights of ecstasy? 
Or that the simple fact that her husband had been away 
for ten days meant she was panting like a dog in need of 
servicing? Was it because sex for such a man was just 
another commodity to be bought and stdd like a dozen 
lines of news from Madagascar? 

In the bathroom she looked around frantically. Fortu¬ 
nately she had vmdressed there earlier and had left her 
things lying in a heap on the floor. If Clay saw it he would 
blow up—he always said she was the world’s worst house¬ 
keeper. As she picked up the clothing she made an 
attempt to hum a tune. 

Haider’s voice came through the closed door. “You 
won’t regret this, I (womise, Betsy. There may be snow on 
the roof but there’s fire in the furnace. Haw haw. You’ll 
have things you never dreamed of having. A car of your 
own. Servants. A charge account at the best stores on Fifth 
Avenue. What kind of jewelry do you like?’’ And on and 
on he went, like a judge reciting a list of traffic violations. 

Betsy tugged panties over her legs and hips and let the 
elastic snap against her abdomen. No time for the bra. 
Then the dress, which she literally dragged over her head 
and pulled down quickly. Into the pockets of the bath¬ 
robe she stuffed crumpM nylons and loafers. Her purse? 
Dam it, it was on the bed-table. 

She drew the belt of the bathrobe tight over the dress 
and drew the collar up around her neck. The hem of the 
dress she hauled up under the edge of the robe. Then she 
sucked in a deep breath. This was it. 

Bart Harder was lying on the bed without a stitch on. 
At the sight of her he smiled intimately. “Modest, aren’t 
you? Well, I like modest girls. But you’ll get over it in 
a while.’’ 

His hands were laced behind his great head. Now that 
it seemed Betsy was within easy reach he was no longer 
impatient. He could afford to wait and be the strong, si- 
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lent m^e. After all, what woman could resist the sight of 
an available, potent man on her bed? 

F^orcing herself to walk slowly Betsy went to the bed 
Md looked down at him. For a man some twenty years 
her senior he was certainly in fine physical condition. But 
^ far as appeal, there was none in him for her. He was 
just a lump of tissue. 

With her hands in the pockets she was able to hide the 
heels of the shoes that peeked out. She sidled to the bed- 
table. ITie black bag with its long shining strap rested on 
the edge. "Do you mind?” she asked, touching the li g h t 
with her hand. *‘I prefer com{dete darkness.” 

“Anything you say, Betsy, We can start looking at 
places tomorrow. Agreeable?” 

Agreeable.” One trembling finger pushed the button 
Md the Ught went out “And the door,” she said softly. 

^ I have a fear about having a snoopy chambermaid walk- 
ing into the room in the morning.” 

Lock it,” Harder’s voice said huskUy. He shifted his 
bulk on the bed, making the springs squeak. 

Betsy’s fingers closed about the strap and she lifted 
p^nUy. Then she was feeling for the doorknob. She found 
it, rattled it convincingly, and then turned it It came to¬ 
ward her noiselessly. A sliver of light darted in from the 
hallway, 

“Hey,” Harder snapped. “You’re opening it” 

“Yes,” Betsy answered. “And closing it, too.” 

She closed it—behind her—and raced down the car¬ 
peted corridor for the elevator. From the room came an 
outraged cry of anger. But she knew she had a few min- 
utes before he could get enough clothes on to be decent 
As if he could be decent. The panic and terror had left 
her in the suspense of the last minutes and she fled on 
light feet, excited and happy. 

No time to wait for the elevator. She found the stairs 
and skipped down them, her bag flapping heavily against 
one thigh. That was her suitcase, really. Lipstick, comb. 
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brush, tissues, extra nylons and the best thing of all—a 
book of travelers’ checks Clay had given her for emer¬ 
gencies. 

She raced into the aUeyway and went toward the lighted 
street at the end, taking time only to shed the bathrobe 
and put on her loafers. At the comer was an empty taxi¬ 
cab. She got in and told the driver to head downtown. 
That would give her time to think. 

As the cab moved through the deserted, early morning 
streets, past milk trucks and paper trucks and garbage 
trucks, it occurred to her that Bart Harder had not been 
kidding about Gay’s career. He was quite capable of 
wrecking it, as well as wrecking their marriage. For when 
Clay got back and saw Harder, there was no telling what 
he would be told. 

She wondered if Clay would understand—and listen to 
the truth. 


9 

Somehow she got through the day. Later, she had vague 
recollections of walking for blocks looking for a store 
where she could buy a coat. Then for one to get shoes and 
all the other things she needed. It never entered her mind 
to return to the hotel, even though she knew Bart would 
not be there. Fortunately, the sum in travelers’ checks 
came to quite a bit of money so she was not worried on 
that score. 

Just when she thought of St Paul she didn’t know. It 
mi^t have been while she rode the subway to Brooklyn 
and back for lack of anything better to do. But when the 
name popped into her head she realized at once she was 
going there to see her Aunt Martha and Uncle Charley. 
There she would be able to take her shoes off, flop on a 
couch and not have to answer any questions. 

After that, her thinking began to channel properly and 
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she managed to put together a passable wardrobe, drop¬ 
ping the things she had brought, piece by piece and store 
by store, into the equally new suitcase. 

Betsy stepped aboard the westbound train at seven-ten. 
By seven-twenty she was settled in her compartment, leaf¬ 
ing through a magazine. All in all, she was behaving quite 
well for a woman who had just lost her husband and 
damned near had herself raped. And she was perversely 
proud of how she was holding up under the circumstances. 

She might have made it too if her eye had not fallen on 
an illustration for a boy-meets-girl story. Depicted were a 
couple of oh-so-cute people, the candy-pretty girl with a 
look of rapt adoration on her face. That wasn’t so bad— 
it was the guy who got her. He wore a look of pained 
amusement that made him look so much like Clay, Betsy 
almost cried out 

The next think she knew, she was sitting there with 
tears streaming down her face like water from a melting 
icicle. Inside, the motor that had propelled her dazedly 
through the day suddenly ran out of gas. During those 
hectic hours she had frequently felt the tug of tears and 
somehow had prevented them from flowing. Now, slowed 
to a complete stop with nothing to occupy her mind, un¬ 
able to read insipid words in an insipid magazine, some¬ 
thing snapped 

The full awfulness of a life without Clay settled like a 
rock in the pit of her stomach. A numbness went into her 
Umbs as if a needle full of morphine had been plunged 
into her. The tears flowed and the illness in her threat¬ 
ened to erupt. The jarring memory of Bart Harder’s 
lascivious features slobbering down at her made her dizzy. 

The worst part was the sense of utter desolation. The 
world seemed to have forsaken her, forgotten her, she was 
moving among other people without being seen. Long ago 
someone had told her, “A woman without love is only 
half a woman.” Now she knew it was true. The loss of 
Qay—and she was certain she had lost him by now—^was 
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as real as the loss of a limb or an organ. No wonder peo¬ 
ple looked past her—she probably appeared less than 
whole to their gaze. It must show in her face. 

She touched her hand to her mouth, the mouth that 
Clay so loved to kiss. Then lower, over her slender neck, 
passing slowly over the rise of her breasts. 

Oh, why hadn’t she turned to him that terrible night at 
the hotel when she pretended she did not love him. She 
had felt bis body burning against her and if only she had 
softened and answered with just one kiss, everything 
would be all right now. If he ^d gone after the Harder 
girl then it was as much her fault as his. 

The magazine slid to the floor, pages fluttering like the 
wings of a wounded sparrow. There was a discreet tap on 
the door. It was the porter, ma’m, would she like her berth 
made up now? Betsy let him in to do his work, then, see¬ 
ing she was in the way, went out into the corridor. The 
door opened at the end of the car and for a moment she 
heard the sound of laughter, healthy male laughter, and 
the clink of glasses. The next car down was the club car. 

That was what she needed—^some company. Much 
more of this and she would be a raving maniac. Yes, she 
should get back into normal surroundings where people 
could laugh and smile and tell jokes. 

As she made her way toward the exit the train swayed 
and she lurched against the window, barely stopping her¬ 
self from falling. That was silly—she had never staggered 
on trains before. Giddiness swept her and she giggled. Of 
course. She had not taken a bite to eat all day. She was 
just weak from hunger. And all along she had thought it 
was the ache of lost love in her stomach. Well, she would 
put something in it right away. 

The club car was partially filled, mainly with men in 
conservative business suits who sat in the plush chairs 
and sipped and smoked and talked as if they were at a 
board meeting. Now and then a raucous guffaw burst 
from a group at the far end as a whispered joke reached 
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its climax. The buzz of laughter and the lurching of the 
train dizzied her. 

Betsy groped for a chair and sat down. Ordinarily she 
would have felt conspicuous being there with so many 
men, but somehow it seemed perfectly all right now. Safe 
and secure. Not like last night—or was it last year?— 
when Bart Harder had terrorized her. These men wouldn’t 
do that. Would they? 

When the white-coated steward padded up to her, 
carrying a tray full of glasses, she ordered a stinger. 
It was a peculiarly appropriate drink for tonight. Outside, 
the night sped past with the lights in the trackside houses 
making white blurs. Underneath, the wheels clack-clacked 
on the rails soothingly. At intervals all lights vanished and 
she had the impression of hurtling through a black tunnel 
without end. Then a new vision cropped up—that of an¬ 
other train speeding from the opposite direction on the 
same track and she held her breath for the collision. 

But there was no collision—^just the steward with her 
drink. It may have been her imagination but she thought 
he looked at her queerly as he turned away. 

Spotting a wooden bowl full of potato chips and an¬ 
other of nuts, she began to devour them. No one noticed, 
so she finished off both bowls and then sipped from the 
fragile glass. The sweetish mint liquid floated over her 
tongue and seeped warmly into her chest. And it didn’t 
even taste like liquor or alcohol. 

In less than a minute the glass was empty and she 
li^ed her lips. The steward shrugged and brought another. 
She was on her third when a deep, soft voice said, “I 
could try to be original but I won’t bother. Haven’t we 
met somewhere before?” 

Betsy looked up. A tall man with a tangle of black hair 
and a friendly grin on his face was looming over her. She 
saw at once that his suit was expensive and impeccable. 
Strong white teeth shone between the parted lips. His skin 
was a rich mahogany tan. 
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*Wery likely. Were you in Cairo last month?” 

“Of course. Second pyramid from the left. Ah, yes, 
that’s where your smile came from—the Sphinx. I knew it 
was familiar. May I sit down? I’m trying to pick you up.” 

“You may sit down,” she heard herself say. “I won’t 
predict if you will succeed or not.” 

“I like suspense, too.” The intense eyes all but ate her 
up. And the voice. It was a remarkable sound, resonant, 
and with a certain rhythm that pleased her ear. Had she 
heard it before? “Now I should say I don’t ordinarily al¬ 
low men to sit next to me on club cars but you are differ¬ 
ent.” 

“Consider it said,” he answered, signaling the steward 
to bring a drink. 

A warm glow suffused her. The man had a most en¬ 
gaging manner and smile. Confidence oozed from him, and 
she wanted suddenly to hold his hand. 

“Do you have a name?” he asked. 

“Yes. The name is Betsy.” 

“A pretty name for a pretty girl. You know, when I 
came in here I decided immediately you were the only 
attractive person on the whole train. You haven’t disap¬ 
pointed me. Yet. I suppose Mr. Betsy is within shouting 
distance?” 

“No. Not unless you can shout four thousand miles.” 

“Music to my ears.” 

The skin was taut and smooth over his high cheek¬ 
bones and when he smiled, his eyes laughed most. He had 
a good jaw-line and a firm mouth, with regular features 
that becomingly missed being too handsome. A bell of 
warning rang inside her, telling her that she was stepping 
into deep water, but a recklessness had hold of her now 
and she felt no fear at all. 

“My name is Jeff Holden,” he said, his eyes on her 
face. 

“A handsome name for a handsome man,” she said. 

Amusement flickered across his face. 
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“Why do you smile?” she asked. 

“Not for the reason you may think. You didn’t react as 
I thought you would.” 

“To what?” 

“To my name.” 

“Sorry. Should I have fainted? Or are you a hunted 
murderer?” 

“No. If I may be immodest, I happen to be a singer— 
a crooner, if you will. And the name Jeff Holden has 
been known to tie up traffic from Times Square to the 
Golden Gate. Impressed?” 

“I will be if it will help, but I’m a stranger in town my¬ 
self. Fve been living in foreign lands for most of the past 
year.” 

“Lucky you. Then you haven’t had to listen to my but¬ 
terscotch baritone as it wafted over the airways. Okay,” 
he said decisively. “That’s enough about Holden—I’m 
getting so I can’t stand the guy. And as soon as I go back 
to my compartment I’ll get more of it.” 

Betsy liked the way his lips moved when he talked and 
she longed to run her hand over his jaw. The second 
stinger was taking effect now and she felt a rising exuber¬ 
ance, a building excitement. How much was due to Jeffs 
presence she couldn’t guess, but she would not deny he 
affected her. 

Not really listening to her own words, she asked, “Who 
is in your compartment?” 

“My agent. He’s a bug on this singer Holden, A nui- 
ance. The only time he lets me out of his sight is when 
we’re on the train heading for a new stand. Thinks I’m 
liable to be raped by a bevy of bobby-soxers.” 

“It would be a shame for you to have to go back to 
that awful man,” said Betsy solemnly. 

“Tragic,” Jeff sighed, with an exagerated slump to his 
shoulders. 

“Don’t.” 

“Where can I go?” 
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“Back to mine, of course. He’ll never find you there. 

As she spoke, a wave of giddiness swept her again. She 
had never talked to a man like that before—except Clay. 
Why had she? Well, why not? She was old enough to live 
her own life, wasn’t she? At the same time, a strange 
physical change was taking place. After the dreadful scene 
the previous night with Bart the thought she could never 
look at a man without a shudder of horror. Now, to her 
astonishment, the fauniliar things were happening. That 
delicious tightening of her breasts and the streaks of hot- 
and-cold that raced along her thighs. And at that very 
instant there was nothing she wanted more than to kiss 
that firm mouth. 

He was watching her. “Do you go often on daydream 
excursions like that?’’ 

“Oh? What do you mean?” 

“I answered your invitation and you weren’t even listen¬ 
ing.” 

“Answer again, Jeff.” 

“Yes.” 

“Let’s go then,” she said hastily. 

Jeff dropped a five-dollar bill on the small table and 
left it. The urgency was flooding through her now and she 
knew she must act quickly or be frightened. At the door 
to her compartment she hesitated. Jeff, sensing her reluc¬ 
tance, bent forward and pecked her on the forehead. That 
did it. They went in and closed the door behind them. 

The made-up bed filled half of the space. It was very 
clean and neat and somehow very appropriate. A curi¬ 
ous had fallen over her now that she had made the 
decision. It was unchangeable. Even as she knew it, Jeff 
knew it. Suddenly they were close and intimate, as if they 
had been with each other for a very long time. 

Then he was standing behind her, encircling her waist 
and breathing into her hair, nuzzling her exposed neck. 
Betsy shivered. She whirled around and flung herself into 
his arms with a little cry of passion and hunger. Their 
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mouths met and clung and she cruelly forced her teeth 
against the flesh of his lips. Her tongue found entrance 
and darted about inside like a bouncing spark of fire. Ms 
hard, lean body molded to her soft one and she felt his 
hands as they caressed the contours of her back and hips, 
drawing her ever closer. 

Her entrails seemed to have turned to mush and a 
tepid liquid sensation immersed them warmly. AD that 
eusted for her was the heady wine of his Ups. She smeUed 
his shaving lotion and ran her fingers through his crisp 
black hair. Without breaking off the kiss, he lifted her 
from the floor and held her tightly 

“Don’t hurt me, Jeff,” she whispered. “Please don’t hurt 
me.” 

“I won’t, Betsy. I couldn’t I’D be gentle.” 

“Yes.” 

“You trust me? You aren’t afraid?” 

Yes, I trust you and I’m not afraid. I need you so 
badly.” 

Ms voice deep in her ear ... his hands tantalizing 
on her body . . . his mouth a mobile labyrinth of pleas¬ 
ure. Fingers sought buttons and found them ... a strap 
strained and gave way ... a garment sighed to the floor 
. . . flesh met bare flesh. 

She looked up at him as she lay on her back and he 
methodicaUy rid himself of his clothing. The hard, flat 
chest the muscled waist the sinewed legs , . . there was 
something divine, godUke, about the look of him. Phys- 
icaUy he resembled Qay down to the last detaU, but a 
new magnetism radiated from him, only par tiall y abetted 
by the sight of his perfectly proportioned body. 

Then he was next to her, kissing her skin with hot but 
tender Ups, finding the buds of her breasts and loving 
them. Her heart trip-hammered and she wondered if it 
would burst. Her entire body was sheathed in a thin hot 
fiame. She touched him, kissed him, guided him . . . 

And then it was no longer necessary to guide him—he 
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knew the way. She rose to meet him, arching her slim 
body, straining every fiber, wanting to give her entirety to 
him, this rescuer who had come just in time to save her 
sanity. But now she couldn’t think any more—the ^hmg 
was starting, powerful and unstoppable, and she ex¬ 
perienced that internal implosion she had come to know 
so well with the other one. A trembling seized her an s e 

quivered in helpless ecstasy. . * 

Some time between the shattering impacts she felt lu 
tense and then shudder greatly, and a pleasure Med her 
that she had done this for him, that she had thanked him 
in the only way a woman can thank a man. 

She did not know when he left. She must have slept, 
for once when she reached out to touch him he was not 
there. Too weary to think about it or to look for him, she 

**^^ey had breakfast in the dining car. A bright October 
sun shone through the windows that revealed the flat, even 
Ohio landscape. It looked cold and cnsp outside, but 
inside it was cozUy warm. While the fields were bare and 
fuU of frozen new-turned earth, the dinmg car was a 
pleasant place to be. The rich odor of 
teased the nostrils, the smeU of toast and fned ham filled 

Across from Betsy sat Jeff Holden and his agent m 
agent was a morose brooder who grumbled alwut the 
service and the food and the train. In contrast, Jeff was 
clean-brushed, freshly shaven and the ^owmg 
health that Clay always was after a satisfactop^ rol 
hay the night before. Looking at him, Betsy felt a pulsat¬ 
ing throb of affection. . . u- 

“Don’t mind Benny,” said Jeff with a nod at his com¬ 
panion. “He’s only like this when he wakes up. After a 

'*^*^tsy laughwl. She liked Benny, for all his dark glares 
at her. She suspected that his attitude was just a i»se 
and that actually he did not mmd her. Small wonder at 
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his manner if he was continuaUy dealing with tough 
toeater managers or autograph-hunting schooUdds or pro- 
fessional leeches. ^ 

th^ conversation had centered pretty much on 

toe schedule they were foUowing. toe fees and expenses. 
Apparen^ there was more to being a singer than just 
smgmg. He had to worry about pubUcity, clothes to- 
wme tax, parties, hotels, transportation, contracts, Imok- 
ings, mterviews, recordings, and money, money and more 
money. 

quitr** * 

And get a job?” Jeff burst out. “Are you mad. 
woman? Poor Benny just isn't cut out for work S 
mother was frightened by it before he was bom.” 

Artists,” Benny snarled. “They’re all nuts. The only 
-ones nuttier are the agents.” ^ 

Jeff laughed. “Some nuts. At one hundred Gs per an¬ 
num. Back m my coUege days I would have settled for 
one ^and a year. See what a good education can do?” 
He^^ck lus thumbs under his armpits and smirked. 

You should be arrested.” 

“I should be married.” 

ame m. See you back at toe compartment, keed. Better 

r “P—we blow this joint in an hour,” He slunk out 

or tne dimng car. 

® moment. To Jeff she said, 
\^t did he mean, you’re getUng off in an hour?” 

ledo” * ^ 

Betsy set her coffee cup down carefully. “Toledo? I 
thought you were going on to Chicago, 

“We are. Three days from now.” Then, seeing the look 

^ “Setsy. I’m sorry. I 
it’ ^ I said Chicago. Hon- 

eetly, Im sorry it happened this way. Nothing I can do.” 
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“It’s all right,” she said. The nausea that had been with 
her ever since she knew about Qay and Leigh—and only 
last night had momentarily left her—now returned with 
a rush, a solid damp weight in her stomach. 

“Look,” Jeff said quickly. “Couldn’t you stay over in 
Toledo for a couple of days? Then we go on to Chicago.” 
The words were good but the tone wasn’t. Not convincing. 

That was when it finally struck her—the full truth of 
what had happened, what was happening, what she had 
done. A heaviness pressed upon her chest, slowing her 
breath. She was someone who had been picked up on a 
train and was now being offered the chance to shack up 
for a few days in Toledo. Like being thrown a bone. Jeff 
was so generous—he was giving her a chance to live off 
him for a few days as a sort of payment for her talents 
in bed. 

“What’s wrong, Betsy? Did I say something?” 

“No, you didn’t. It’s all right. Really it is. I’m just car¬ 
sick, I guess. Excuse me, please.” 

“Wait.” 

She rushed past his outstretched arm, nearly knocking 
down a waiter with a teetering tray. Through tear-dimmed 
eyes she made her way out of the car, ignoring Jeff’s im¬ 
ploring cries after her. Back in her own compartment she 
closed and locked the door. Jeff came and knocked and 
begged to come in. She sat silently. After a while she heard 
him growl out an oath and stomp away. From the sound 
of his steps she knew he would not come back. 

She sat with her feet close together, trying to shrink 
into a tiny space, as if to deny her body, her very existence. 
The scenery was a meaningless blur, just as her thoughts 
were blurred and without organization. Leaping into her 
memory was the sight of Jeff as he had knelt beside her, 
but it was Clay’s face and not Jeff’s. Just as it was Clay 
whose name she had spoken in her sleep and wanted to 
see first thing in the morning. 

But what made her think she deserved him? After what 
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she had done? She had allowed another man to use her 
body, to feel that lust and passion which was for only 
Clay and no one else; she had let another man fondle her 
breasts and pass his hands over the secret parts of her— 
it was the most degrading thing she had ever done. To be 
thought of as a common tramp, as Jeff must thinV of her. 
Meet a strange girl, have a drink, and then be in bed 
with her inside of an hour . . . without an argument. 

Did that not mean that she was basically easy? That 
sex had become a monster she could not control? Her 
year of love with Clay could not have meant anything 
if she would trade it all for a few hours of physical lust 
No wonder Clay had left her—^he probably had seen that 
weakness in her ... a drunkard and a nymphomaniac. 

Betsy was vaguely aware of unlocking the door and 
going into the corridor and then walking toward the far 
end. Out on the vestibule she felt cold air slice through 
the couplings. She put her face against the glass of the 
exit door. The telephone poles whizzed by like pickets 
on a fence. Here she could hear the powerful roar of the 
wheels and see the white smoke from the engine tom into 
wisps as the train raced on toward Toledo. 

She couldn’t remember doing it, but she managed to 
get the door open. Then she was standing there, the wind 
tugging at her clothing and her hair. At the very edge she 
looked down at the ground, conscious of the tremendous 
speed. What would happen to someone who jumped 
now? Would they feel anything? Or would they be 
sucked under the steel wheels and ground to a pulp in 
an instant? 

Perhaps she would not even be recognized; her body 
would be a ghastly mash of crushed bones and flesh. 
Then Clay would never know. It might be better—that 
he should never know. That was funny—as if he would 
care. 

She was so close now the suction was a very real threat, 
drawing her into the maw of speed. Her skirt snapped 
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about her legs. Particles of cinders flew into her face and 
eyes, blinding her. She took another step, balancing her¬ 
self on the metal handle of the door. Just one more step 
. • . one more step. 

She lifted her foot. 

“Nice view,” a voice growled in her ear. A hand was 
gentle but firm on her elbow. 

Betsy Gordon felt herself being pulled away from the 
hypnotic doorway. As if waking from a sleep she turned 
and looked at the one who had spoken. 

“Hello, Benny,” she said. And then, mercifully, she 
collapsed into his waiting arms and knew no more. 



The giant four-engined plane swooped down into Inter¬ 
national Airport after a routine crossing during which 
Qay Gordon had slept most of the time. There were the 
customs and passport controls to go through and he 
negotiated it all only half awake. His mouth was tight 
and dry from too many cigarettes. When he swallowed, 
his throat was a little sore and he wondered if he had 
caught a cold. Then he knew why. All those monologues 
with himself had caused it, for his vocal cords formed 
the words even if his tongue did not speak them. That 
was when he realized he had really had it out with himself. 
Even in his sleep the debate had continued. 

Then he argued whether or not he should call Betsy 
from the terminal or wait until he got into the city. 
He decided on the latter course, knowing that he should 
first report to the oflBce. After that he would have all the 
time in the world to see his wife. 

The huge green bus merged with the traffic on the 
parkway and headed for the city. Instead of feeling 
exhilarated at the first awesome view of the skyline, a 
peculiar depression settled on him. It was all so familiar, 
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and he knew precisely what the people looked like and 
pretty much what they would say and how the cabs 
honked their eternal belligerence. He almost wanted to 
go back to the airfield and catch the next plane back to 
Europe. 

The somnolence remained with him* after he had 
alighted from the bus and picked up his bags. He made 
his unsmiling way through the city streets toward the 
Harder Building. Vehicles choked the narrow streets; 
pedestrians hurried by impersonally; doormen blew their 
irritating whistles. Men on windy street comers cast lust¬ 
ful glances at the girls who walked by. Sleek legs in high 
heels and nylons were revealed in the breezes but they 
left Clay untouched. 

For him, the loveliest legs in the world—the very love¬ 
liest legs—^were elsewhere. He had left his sex-conscious¬ 
ness on the plane that flew over the Alps. Now only 
Betsy could hope to arouse it. He was not even sure that 
Leigh could any more. As couples walked by arm in arm, 
laughing and sharing their own jokes, a revulsion filled 
him and he wanted to stop them and tell them they were 
fooling themselves, that their love was transitory and 
worthless. Then the jealous spasm passed and he had to 
grin at his gloomy thoughts. 

Here was America aU around him—^his homeland—and 
he felt like a stranger from another planet. The news- 
peddlers were shouting gibberish into his ears, the buses 
were going nowhere, the people skittering in senseless 
circles. Once, only the blatant blast of a taxi and the 
sarcastic shout of its driver saved him from being run 
down as he crossed against the light. 

When he passed a drugstore he once more thought of 
phoning Betsy and telling her to meet him at once. But 
he continued on to the office. If there were to be a 
reconciliation, it should be in private and not in the 
middle of the cretins who populated the city. 

Again a newsstand caught his eye. The garish display 
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was painful—^the colored magazine covers looked like 
raw open wounds to him. The smiling toothsome models 
and the bosomy love magazines offered the cake-and- 
candy of romance and everlasting bliss to the buyer. 
The newspapers with their black and red headlines might 
have been in a foreign language for all the sense they 
made to him. Racing results, football scores, divorces, 
murders, attacks, robberies, disasters, rapes, suicides, 
atom bombs, gossip and just plain trash. 

That he had a part in bombarding the world’s catas¬ 
trophes and horrors on defenseless eyes and ears gave 
Qay a pang of guilt. For that bombardment was chipping 
away at man’s individuality, the spark which made him 
an integral part of the whole, driving him to become so 
much the whole itself as to rob him of his birthright. 
The individual had become just a sidelines spectator, not 
living his own single life but existing vicariously, feeding 
off the quips of comedians and the cellophane brains of 
television performers. 

John Donne’s dictum about no man being an island 
had come to such life that even the great poet would 
shudder with disgust. There were no more islands that 
could not be reached by newspapers, magazines, radio 
newscasts, TV newsreels, buUetins every hour on the 
hour, extras, special reports, skywriting, neon lights. No 
place to hide, either from nuclear fission or news. 

And what did it all matter tomorrow? Yesterday’s 
news—as important as a discarded banana peel. Yester¬ 
day’s hero—^today’s goat. As vital as a touchdown run 
in 1937. It was hardly useful to read the first edition of 
a paper because no sooner had it been perused than a 
new edition was out, negating all the news in the ori^al 
one—and so on, ad infinitum. 

As he walked the crowded streets of New York to the 
Harder Building, Clay experienced a dreadful sense of 
inadequacy and worthlessness. At that moment he would 
have thrown himself at Betsy’s feet and begged her to 
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kick him or spit on him or befoul him in some manner. 
He was not worthy of her love or affection. He had 
betrayed her faith, just as he had betrayed these people 
who so voraciously devoured his dispatches. 

Presently, arm-weary, he found himself at the entrance 
to the tower and he went in. Leaving his bags at the bell 
captain’s table, he took the elevator to Bartley Harder’s 
headquarters. 

So absorbed was he in his misanthropy he scarcely 
noticed the queer look Miss Mosely gave him as he waited 
to be admitted to the inner sanctum. 

Then there was Bart Harder himself, hand outstretched, 
ruddy face aglow, eyes warm with welcome—handsome, 
leonine head bobbing in greeting. Some of the despondency 
was dispelled and Clay walked in with a lighter heart 

They spoke briefly of the stories from Geneva and how 
they were received by the subscribers and competition. 
Harder hinted that talk was growing that Clay was in 
line for some national recognition. 

“Also,” Harder growled, “there is some talk around 
here that you are in line for a promotion.” 

“That’s nice,” said Qay without enthusiasm. 

“Well, don’t collapse from the shock, boy.” 

“Sorry, Bart. I appreciate it, really. I guess that plane 
trip knocked me out. Thanks.” 

“Don’t mention it. You’ve earned it You’re a credit 
to the organization.” 

“Right now I feel like a liability.” 

“Just the letdown after a busy week, that’s all. Happens 
to all of us sometimes.” 

Exhaustion was seeping into Clay now, weighing his 
limbs down and filling his brain with lead. Harder’s talk 
of a promotion failed to strike a responsive chord, although 
he knew he should make some display of gratitude. Right 
now he was more anxious to talk to Betsy and hold her 
in his arms, to smell the scent of her hair and feel her 
warmth against him. 
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But he said, “Is it legal to ask what you have in mind, 
or should I wait to be surprised?” 

“Not at all. Some seem to think you are what we need 
to head up one of the bureaus.” 

Clay’s heart skipped a beat, but quickly resumed its 
normal operation. >\^at would it matter if he were elected 
president, if he lost Betsy in the process? 

“By the way,” continued the Old Man, “my legal 
daughter Leigh was through here a few days ago. Said 
you did a superlative job. So if you gain by this, part of 
it is due to her.” 

“She was a big help,” Clay mumbled. “Ah, where is 
she now?” 

“Beats me. She came home, picked up the dogs and 
her car and hit the road. Maybe Florida. Maybe Timbuo 
too. You can’t predict a thing with that girl.” 

“That’s a true statement.” Qay smiled, recalling her 
sudden desire to leave Lausanne. 

Harder leaned back in his swivel chair and sighed 
expansively. “Got any major complaints you want to 
unload? You don’t look yourself. Clay.” 

“Just tired. Better get up to the hotel to see my wife. 
Haven’t written her even a note and she might be a 
little curious as to where her wandering husband is.” 

“Hmmmm. Well. Yes. But perhaps there is something 
I should tell you first. Clay.” 

“Could it wait until tomorrow, Bart?” 

“In this case, no.” 

Clay took a deep breath to hide his exasperation. 
“Shoot.” 

“It’s about your wife. You’d better sit down.” 

Clay reached for the arm of the chair and sank into 
it, his eyes never leaving Bait’s ruddy face. A huge hand 
began to squeeze his heart. At last he realized there had 
been a reason for Bait’s overweening congeniality. “Yes? 
What about Betsy?” 

Bart held his hands out. “That’s just it—^I don’t know.” 
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Clay waited, afraid to ask any more questions, more 
afraid of the answers. 

“The fact is, Clay, no one knows where she is. She 
just disappeared. Tve called the hotel several times—had 
Miss Mosely call, too—but they don’t 'know. She didn’t 
check out and most of her luggage is still there.’* 

“How long has this been?” Clay asked. 

“Four days. No, five. As far as I know.” 

“Why didn’t you let me know?” 

“Let you know what? It wasn’t until yesterday that it 
occurred to me she might have left the city. And why 
get you all worked up over a hypothesis? You had work 
to do.” 

“To hell with the work!” Clay blazed. “If Betsy’s miss¬ 
ing we’ve got to find her.” 

“I didn’t say she was missing. Just that she left no 
forwarding address.” 

Clay stood up and placed his hands on Harder’s desk, 
leaning almost face to face with the older man. “Why 
did she leave?” 

“Now sit down and take it easy,” Bart said, starting 
to get angry. “Who knows why a woman does anything? 
And she didn’t give me an itinerary.” 

“Sorry, Bart. It caught me by surprise. If I were really 
sophisticated. I’d pretend I knew all along. But I’m not. 
I’m worried. Betsy isn’t the type to just take off. She’s 
not like Leigh. She’s helpless when it comes to traveling 
alone.” 

“Oh, I don’t think she’s so helpless. She—hmmmm, 
well, never mind, that’s beside the point. Look, Clay, 
don’t let it get you. She’ll turn up pretty soon.” 

The weariness was miraculously gone and in its place 
was a growing concern for Betsy. No longer was he a 
prodigal slinking home to get scolded; now he was a 
husband in mortal fear for his wife’s safety. Where did 
a guy start to look for someone? Police station? Morgue? 
Hospitals? All the items he had ever read about young 
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beautiful girls attacked, raped and murdered in Central 
Park leaped before his eyes. The image of her soft white 
body being ripped and tom by a sex-maniac flashed on 
the movie screen of his mind. She might have been killed 
and hidden behind some bushes to be found next spring 
by some kids playing cowboys and Indians. 

Betsy dead! Tbe thought was intolerable; he would 
personally strangle the man who— 

Wait a minute. Harder had said something . . . 

“What did you say?” he asked aloud. 

“What did I say?” Bart repeated. “When?” 

“Just a minute ago.” 

“Maybe I said that Joyce might know more about it 
than I would. They got to be friends.” 

“No. Not that. I mean the part where you didn’t think 
she was so helpless. Why did you say that, Bart?” 

“Why? Good heavens, why not? She looked competent, 
that’s all.” 

“No. You meant more than that. I know she’s com¬ 
petent when it comes to other men but I also know bow 
incompetent she can be. But you mean more.” His teeth 
clenched. “Did you see her alone before she left?” 

“What are you talking about?” Bart inquired, his face 
reddening as he got up. Broad-shouldered and capable, 
he looked fierce and strong and menacing. “I might have 
talked to her alone, but so what? That doesn’t mean I 
dumped her into the East River.” 

“I didn’t say that,” Clay replied, wondering if he had 
gone too far too fast “But I know your reputation, Bart 
Everybody knows it You took a fancy to Betsy at the 
party. I think you know more about where she is or at 
least why she left than you’re saying.” 

“Look here,” Harder snapped. “I don’t have to take 
that kind of stuff from you or anybody, Gordon. That’s 
a pretty serious accusation. It’s not my fault if your wife 
and you don’t get along and you fool around.” 

“You know about that?” 
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“Only a blind man couldn’t have seen it.’* 

“And you discussed it with Betsy?” 

“It was her idea. She was frantic—I offered to help. 
After all, I am fond of her. Hell, I Uke orphans, too.” * 

“Is that all you discussed. Harder?” Clay inquired 
narrowly. “Are you sure that’s all?” 

Harder did not reply for a moment. The geniality had 
left his face, replaced by an implacable look that had 
been known to chill the blood in the veins of lesser men. 
“Another word on this subject, Gordon, and you’re fired. 
Up until now I’ve been willing to overlook it, knowing 
how upset you are. But there’s a limit to which I’ll 
be pushed. I’ll not discuss it further. Talk with my wife 
if you want.” 

With that. Harder sat down and pulled some papers 
under his eyes, the signal that he was closing the case. 
Clay eyed him briefly, then turned on his heel and stalked 
out. 

As Qay was ushered into her presence Joyce Harder 
sprang from her writing table, her face animated, her 
eyes bright and shining. 

“Clay Gordon,” she gushed, holding out both hands, 
“this is a pleasant surprise. I didn’t even know you were 
back in the States.” 

“I didn’t know, either. I hope I’m not intruding. I 
wanted to talk to you a few minutes, Joyce. I won’t 
stay long.” 

“Don’t be silly. You must be worn out. Sit down and 
take your shoes off. Make yourself at home.” 

Joyce looked fresher and more attractive than she had 
the night of the dinner party. She still wore a little too 
much make-up but in a way it was becoming, adding 
color to her pale complexion. The lipstick was a deep 
wet red that made her lips glisten moistly. The green 
knit dress she wore went well with her hair and eyes. 
Her ample breasts flowed roundly into the wool garment 
that clung lovingly to every contour of her voluptuous 
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body. As she turned and led the way into the library he 
could not help but stare at the way her divided hips filled 
her skirt. Her full calves flashed under the hem. 

The storm in his chest subsided. After he left Harder, 
day had wanted to break things, to tear and rip, and 
he feared he would shout his anguish into the ear of an 
astounded cabbie. Now, at seeing Joyce Harder’s cool— 
if blatant—^beauty, he felt calmed. Here at least was no 
antagonist, no powerful employer, no cagey man hiding 
vital details. Joyce was a woman, plenty of woman. And 
would better understand his problem. 

“Betsy?” Joyce said at his question. “Why, I really 
can’t imagine. I had made a date with her for lunch one 
day last week and she didn’t show up. I thought nothiug 
of it, although I do enjoy her so much.” 

Clay was next to her on the couch, mildly surprised 
at how close to him Joyce insisted on sitting. Her legs 
were crossed. As she talked she pursed her ripe lips 
frequently. 

“Then you don’t recall her saying anything about going 
away?” 

“No. No, I can’t say that I do. Now, wait a minute.” 
She poked her forefinger into her smooth cheek. “It 
seems—^if only I can remember ...” 

“Yes, yes,” Clay prodded. 

“Well, it’s very vague and maybe I’m only imapning 
it, but does she have relatives in St. Paul?” 

“Her aunt lives there!” Clay exploded. 

“Could be, then. She did say that as soon as you got 
back you were both going out there to visit relatives.” 

Clay clapped a hand to his forehead. “Of course. What 
an ass I’ve been. That’s where she would go. She’s been 
talking about visiting there for two months!” 

Joyce put a restraining hand on his leg. “I wouldn’t 
get too keen on it. It’s only a guess.” 

“But a good one. Don’t know why I didn’t think of 
it myself.” 



120 CHEATING WIVES 

The woman frowned. ‘‘And she didn’t write you? 
That’s queer.” 

“Not so queer. We’ve had a kind of misunderstanding. 
Probably she got fed up waiting to hear from me and 
just left.” 

“I hope so. But what are you going to do now?” 

“Now?” Clay repeated. “Why, go out there, of course. 
First plane I can catch.” 

“Slow down. You’re tired and you need a good night’s 
sleep. Look. Why don’t you relax here for a bit? There’s 
no hurry. Planes leave all the time. You could get one 
first thing in the morning, couldn’t you?” The fingers 
tightened on his thigh. “You get around here so seldom 
that I never get a chance to talk to you.” 

“Maybe you’re right,” Qay agreed, feeling the tired¬ 
ness return. Now that he had a faint hope of finding his 
wife, the urgency had passed. Joyce was correct—he 
could wait another day. If Betsy were in St. Paul today 
she would be tomorrow. 

He leaned back and rested his head on the top of the 
couch. Lead drops seemed to weight his eyelids closed. 
It was all catching up with him—the tension of Switzer¬ 
land, the endless flights, the interminable thinking and 
re-thinking, the fear, the terror. Like a great log-jam, it 
had piled up until upw his system could stand no more. 

He was not sure if in that brief moment he actually 
slept, but the next thing he knew there was an insistent 
pressure. Since it was not altogether unpleasant, he gave 
it not another thought—If this was a dream, he liked it. 

Then something more—a warm wetness, like a con¬ 
tainer of tepid wine. A tingling, a touch, a shockingly 
intimate caress. All his half-waked senses focused on a 
single point of his being. An ecstatic sheet of peace stole 
over him, smothering him in a joy he had not known 
for a very long time. A quiet, unforced kind of joy in 
which he had to make absolutely no effort, but could 
remain where he was without moving or lifting a hand. 
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Meanwhile, there was an increasingly tur^d pressure 
building up, one that lifted him out of himself and floated 
him above in mid-air. There was nothing like it in 
all the world, no substitute, nothing remotely resembling 
h. Whether it was the actual physical sensation that was 
mostly enervating, or the idea of what was occurring, 
he was not sure. Possibly a little of each. Regardless, he 
was powerless to stop it; he was committed. As a tobog¬ 
gan is committed to its downward slide, starting slowly, 
easily and then swiftly gaining momentum on the icy 
tracks, whipping dangerously around sharp curves, shoot¬ 
ing ahead breathtakingly on the straight stretches, then 
racing into another curve worse than the previous one, 
losing equilibrium and teetering fearfully on the outer 
rim, holding, nearly stopping for a moment, and then at 
last and inevitably, hurtling far out over the edge into 
the air, soaring through space with the effortlessness of a 
bird, unable to breathe, or to think or to anticipate, just 
able to wait and wait and wait for the final rending, 
shattering crash . . . 

To his ears came the dim sound of a woman sighing 
with the satisfaction of a job well done. 

It was Friday and the first thing he did was call the 
airlines ticket offices to secure reservations for the flight 
west. He called from his bed in the hotel room where 
he had collapsed for a ten-hour sleep the night before. 
Refreshed and eager to get on with his hunt, he confidently 
rang up the agencies. 

Everywhere, the answer was the same. “Sorry, Mr. 
Gordon, but we’re all full up.” 

“Full up?” he exploded. “Why, in heaven’s name?” 

“Weekend. Football fans heading for the big games in 
the Midwest. Booked for weeks.” 

“That’s impossible. I have to get out to St. Paul today.” 

“Sorry, but there is nothing I can—” 

The phone slapped into the cradle, shut off further 
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explanations. But it was the same story no matter where 
he tried—no dice. Planes, trains and kiddycars were 
packed solid. 

Only after two frustrating hours did he start to use 
his head. He called the office. “Clay Gordon here,” he 
said when he reached the Travel S^tion clerk. “Look, 
I have to get a plane for St. Paul today. Right now. How 
about putting me on one.” 

“Mr. Gordon,” the voice repeated at the other end. 
“Yes. Well, Mr. Gordon, this is Travis, the Assistant 
Travel Officer. Suppose I put you on with Mr. Bliven, 
the Travel Officer.” 

There was a slight pause, a muffled conversation, then 
a simpering voice Clay recognized as Bliven’s. “Yes, Mr. 
Gordon?” 

“Bliven. What is all this? I want a seat on a plane 
today. That’s a simple enough request, isn’t it?” 

“Usually it is, sir. But I’m afraid 1 can’t comply this 
time.” 

“What in hell is this! Dammit, that’s your job. This is 
urgent business. Company business. I don’t care what 
you call it” 

“Yes, yes, yes,” Bliven soothed. “However, it is impos¬ 
sible. If you would only listen—” 

“Listen, to what?” 

“To me. I have strict orders against issuing you any 
travel vouchers.” 

“Huh?” 

“That’s right, Mr. Gordon. Direct from Mr. Harder 
himself.” 

A booted foot plunged into Clay’s belly. “Why?” 

“Mr. Harder said you have terminated with the Service. 
You are no longer working here.” 

“He said what?” 

“Yes, sir. He said you were fired last night” 
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Through the doorway that led to the other oflSces and 
opened to the desks of the rewrite men and their secre¬ 
taries, Bartley Harder had an unobstructed view of Doris 
Mosely’s desk. In fact, years ago he had it placed just 
that way deliberately. It was about the same time that 
he started the practice of leaving his door open for the 
most part. Time and time again he had been rewarded 
for his foresight, although it never occurred to him that 
perhaps Doris might be anticipating his demands and 
willingly cooperating. 

She was in her cushioned chair, erect and attractive, 
her hips fitting the seat prettily. Her fingers flew over her 
typewriter keys and as she bent to her work, the rhythm 
made her breasts tremble under the sheer covering of her 
white blouse. Suddenly she stopped and looked down, 
regarding the back of one leg. She ran a tentative finger 
over the stocking. With an exasperated shrug she hiked 
up the skirt far above her knee, to the point where the 
garter met the band. Pink flesh winked. She examined 
what appeared to be a run for a minute, holding her 
leg at various angles. It caught the light and shone in 
clean symmetry. The nylon was stretched taut over the 
slim limb. 

From this distance Harder could not see the run, but 
if Doris was looking for it, it must be there. At last, she 
tugged the skirt down and returned to her typewriter. 
Harder heaved a chesty sigh. Nice to know that he was 
not jaded to such sights yet. When he wouldn’t look at 
a woman adjusting her stocking and enjoy himself that 
would be the day to quit. Feeling pleasantly aroused he 
found his thoughts straying elsewhere. 

What a rotten shame that thing with Betsy Gordon 
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hadn’t worked out. What had gone wrong? She had 
worked him up to the crucial point and then closed the 
door. If he had spent a more frustrating night than that 
one, he couldn’t remember it. Even going to Doris at 
four in the morning had not relieved the agony very 
much, because he had still imagined himself with Betsy, 
manipulating her young, firm body—and not Doris’ used 
one. 

He hated to give up on getting Betsy, but it seemed 
to be hopeless now. If he could get in touch with her 
and apologize—^while at the same time filling her full of 
talk about Clay and how he had betrayed her with Leigh, 
then there mi^t be a chance. As it was, he would have 
to sit tight and try not to think about her. 

He began to study the weekly reports of his bureau 
chiefs and their expert opinions on where news might 
break and how many reporters should be on hand and 
what kind of coverage should be given. He was still going 
over them line by line an hour later when Doris rang to 
say Hank Nelson wanted to see him. 

“Come in, Hank boy. Come in.” Harder pushed back 
from the desk, pleased at a break in the routine. The 
gangling vice-president, hands in pockets, fair hair hang¬ 
ing loosely over his forehead, a perpetual grin on his 
face, entered and said good morning. 

“Good morning, good morning,” Harder replied heart¬ 
ily. “Things going all right with you promotion boys? 
Anything I can do for you to improve conditions?” He 
boomed out a laugh. 

Nelson shot an eyebrow up into his broad forehead, 
almost losing it in the miscreant lock. “That’s odd, Bart,” 
he said. “I was going to discuss just that subject.” 

“Well, go ahead and discuss.” He looked meaning¬ 
fully at his watch. “But don’t make it too long—^got a 
meeting downtown in a little while.” 

“This shouldn’t take long.” Nelson went to the desk 
and hung a long leg over the comer and let it swing 
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back and forth. Harder sensed Hank’s unusual preoccupa¬ 
tion. 

“I must say, Hank, that you don’t look bubbling over 
with hilarity. Wife give you a hard time last night?” 
Harder grinned. 

“Has nothing to do with my wife, Bart. Just a few 
questions I’d like to ask you on behalf of the executives 
and staff members of the company.” 

“Like where was I on the night of February sixteenth, 
nineteen-thirty-three? Now, let me see—” 

“No. Like this—Why did you fire Clay Gordon?” 

“Come again.” 

“It’s simple enough. Clay Gordon was fired the other 
day on your direct order. We want to know your reasons.” 

Anger began to smolder in Harder. “Look, Hank. 
There are some things I do as president of this circus 
which I don’t have to explain, but because I like you 
I’ll teU you. He was insubordinate, he was careless about 
his work—and he is personally obnoxious to me.” 

“How about the truth, Bart?” 

‘Truth!” Harder exploded. “That is the truth. I don’t 
have to explain everything—^for that matter, anything to 
anybody. Now, unless you have something important to 
discuss, you’d better leave.” 

Nelson continued to sit on the comer of the desk, leg 
swinging idly. His expression had not changed, unless 
to become more phlegmatic. “This is pretty important, 
Bart,” he said softly. “Qay Gordon doesn’t have an in¬ 
subordinate bone in his body. Careless work? He’s up 
for a Pulitzer Prize—you put him up, yourself. Men like 
that aren’t fired overnight except for a personal reason. 
And that isn’t good enough.” 

“It’s good enough for me,” Harder snapped. “That 
means it’s good enough for you and every other damned 
fool in this shop. I’m busy.” He tried to read the reports 
but the blaze of anger blurred his vision. 

“We’ve decided to make you an offer, Bart. Rehire 
Clay and nothing will be said.” 
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“Make me aa offer? Are you insane? You can’t offer 
me a thing.” 

“Yes, I can,” was the quiet answer. “Your job. You 
can keep it if Gordon comes back.” 

Haider stood op and placed his hands flat on the desk 
and pushed his face to within an inch of Nelson’s. “Get 
out ot here. You’re fired, too. I won’t have anyone 
questioning my decisions. Not even a vice-president.” 

“You’ve got it wrong, Bart. You are the one who is 
fired.” Gently he pushed Harder back and made him 
sit down again. “Calm down, Bart. Use your famous 
patience.” 

From inside. Harder felt a tremor tug at his belly. 
Something in Nelson’s manner, his imperturbable look, 
his frozen features, told him that Nelson was not fooling. 
“Who says Fm fired?” Harder asked. 

“I say so.” 

“What makes you think you can do this? I hold the 
controlling stock. I’m president. Really, Hank,” Harder 
murmured with a smile, “Fm curious as to your strategy 
—and nerve.” 

“I don’t mind telling you. This is for the good of the 
cmnpany and the four hundred people who make a living 
from it. You have proven that you aren’t capable any 
more of operating here and making decisions. I’d be the 
first to praise your talents, Bart, but when you be^n to 
mix up your personal feelings with your business sense, 
then you forfeit your right to run the company. We are 
all put in jeopardy by your whims.” 

Harder shragged. “I like it here. Hank. I think FlI 
stay.” 

“I think not You’ll go when I tell you why.” 

“Fire away. My conscience is clear. When the time 
comes that a president can’t fire an employee, it’s a 
helluva thing. The board will support me.” 

Hank sighed and left the desk. He went to the window, 
hands in pockets. He seemed to be carrying a great weight 
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on his shoulders and appeared reluctant to unload it. 
“Okay, you have forced me into this, Bart. I didn’t want 
to use it unless I had to. I have to.” From his inside coat 
pocket he withdrew a neatly folded sheaf of papers. He 
tapped it with a long, bony finger, “This is the reason 
why you’ll resign.” 

Fear of the unknown gnawed at Harder. “What is it?” 

“It’s a documented list pt dates, times, places and 
names. Want to know what about?” 

“Of course. I have nothing to hide. Why all the melo¬ 
drama?” 

“All right. I have here a thorough report from a firm 
of private detectives who have been checking on you for 
three years, Bart. In this report they have noted the 
names of your women, the circumstances surrounding 
your meetings with each one, how much money you give 
them, and odds and ends like that.” 

Harder tried to swallow, but the lump in his throat was 
the size of a rock. Stunned, he sat in silence for a mo¬ 
ment. Then, “It’s all a lie.” 

“Would you like me to ask Miss Mosely to come in, 
Bart?” 

“Doris? Why not?” 

“Okay.” Hank moved toward the door. 

“Wait.” Harder tried to mold his features into the shape 
of his famed fury, but the muscles didn’t work properly 
and he felt only a weak grimace form. “Wait.” 

“I’m waiting. Don’t you want to talk to Doris?” 

“This is blackmail. Nelson.” 

“Strategy,” Hank corrected. “You called it strategy.” 

“How much do you want for that list?” 

“Me? I don’t want a thing—^if you mean money. All 
I want is your resignation, signed, in my hand.” 

“It’ll ruin me, Nelson.” 

“You’ll ruin the company.” 

“I’ll fight it.” 

“Go ahead. I think the subscribing papers of our service 
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would be very interested to get this list.” Nelson spoke 
in such a maddeningly calm voice that for a moment 
Harder imagined he was joking. But the cold eyes were 
not joking. 

“Dammit, you can’t do this to me.” 

“You did it to the best correspondent in the dty.” 

“That was different. That was personal.” 

“Precisely. And what’s to prevent you from pulling the 
same trick on every other guy’s wife you can’t make?” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Betsy Gordon. She was seen leaving her hotel in a 
terrible rush the other night—an hour after you had 
gone in. Perhaps Qay would like to know about that 
little episode.” 

“You wouldn’t darel” 

Hank didn’t answer—he merely stared at Harder with¬ 
out an expression on his face. 

“You would,” Harder breathed. “You would.” 

“We can make it all very nice and simple and quiet, 
Bart,” Hank said conversationally. “Your health is suffer¬ 
ing. You must go to Florida for a long rest. You regret 
having to leave your beloved firm but there comes a time 
in every man’s life when he has to make the tough deci¬ 
sion. Don’t worry, Bart, Fll have one of our best writers 
draw it up for release. It’ll bring tears to everyone’s eyes 
—^including yours.” 

Feeling like a caged anim al, Harder sought a means 
of escape. Nelson, in his quiet efiScient manner, the 
manner that had caused Harder to hire him in the first 
place, had effectively sealed off every exit—except one. 
Sickness filled him. In a matter of minutes bis safe, secure 
world had crumpled about him. Now the wreckage stared 
him in the face. 

“So it was Betsy Gordon,” be said. “What did she sa}^?” 

“Nothing. We haven’t talked with her. We don’t even 
know where she is. It doesn’t really matter, does it?” 
He smiled wryly. “But you picked on a wrong one that 
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time, didn’t you, Bart? I would have thought you wiser.” 

“Lay off. Hank. I know when I’ve had enough. Will 
you let me call Joyce?” 

“By all means,” Hank answered, pushing the phone 
nearer. “She might be glad to hear from you.” 

She was. Her voice came clear and warm over the wire. 

“Joyce, honey,” Harder said into the mouthpiece. “I’ve 
been thinking we need a rest. Florida, Mexico, California 
_someplace, anyplace. How does it sound to you?” 

“Grand, Bart,” she trilled. “I was wondering when 
you would figure it out yourself.” 

“And you won’t mind traveling with me?” 

“Not at all. I’ve been wanting to get to know you for 
a long time now.” 

«Uh_I’m not even sure if I want to come back to the 

firm. Would that bother you at all?” 

“Oh, no. The quicker the better. When do we leave?” 

“I don’t know. Very soon. I’ll see you later on. All 
right?” 

“All right——darhng ... 

He hung up with reluctance. That was the first time 
in months that Joyce had been cordial with him. It was 
kind of pleasant. “You win. Hank,” he said at last 
“Where is your paper? I’ll sign anything.” 

“Fine. I’m glad you listened to reason, Bart It won’t 
be so bad.” 

“No,” he replied, thinking of the lilt in his wife’s voice. 
“Maybe it won’t be so bad. I could use a good rest, 
I suppose.” 

He didn’t have to look in a mirror to know that he 
had changed, that the color had left his face, and that 
his shoulders would not come up on command. 

Then he thought of something else. “Look, Hank—do 
something for me, will you? It’s very important.” 

“If you wish.” 

“Don’t tell Joyce about this list. It wouldn’t be fait 
to her.” 
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Hank’s eyebrows went up. “I’m afraid I can’t comply 
there.” 

“Huh? Why not?” 

Hank spread his big hands. “It’s too late—^Joyce helped 
us make the list in the first place.” 

The reservations people hadn’t lied—the planes were 
packed. Only by going out to the airport and putting his 
name on a standby list to replace no-shows and utilizing 
his press card, did Qay manage to squeeze aboard a flight 
to Chicago. 

Studiously keeping his eyes off the sleek rear of the 
stewardess, Qay reflected on the happenings of the past 
few days. He was up in the air in more ways than one. 
No job. No wife. Not much money. No ambition. And 
very little hope. He realized he was probably on a wild- 
goose chase and that when—and if—he caught up with 
Betsy she would probably turn her back on him. And 
rightly so. 

What did amaze him was Bart Harder’s belligerence 
and ultimate action. That there was more to the Old Man’s 
story about Betsy than he revealed, Qay was certain. But 
why praise him one hour and fire him the next? It was 
like having a rug yanked out from underneath him. And 
it did very little for what was left of his self-confidence. 

He tried not to think ahead about Betsy or what she 
was doing. She would attract men, certainly. But what 
kind? And would she be bitter enough to take up with 
some joker just to show her husband up as a sap? 

Fantasies squirmed like worms in his head. Betsy offer¬ 
ing her face to be kissed as only she could. Or Betsy slip¬ 
ping down a strap of her bra to expose one milk-white 
breast for another’s eyes. Or Betsy responding to a man’s 
embrace in a darkened bedroom, resisting playfully, teas¬ 
ing, taunting, and then yielding with the wild abandon 
that was so precious and so sweet. Or Betsy, afterward, 
lying sleepily curled up, only half covered by a sheet, 
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reaching for another man and caressing him in her young, 
pure innocence. 

Qay poimded one hand into another until the pas¬ 
senger next to him stared with apprehension. 

He would kill anyone who touched her. 

It seemed now that he had spent most of his life aboard 
sluggish, turtle-slow planes flying westward. Switzerland, 
France, Ireland, Newfoundland, New York, Chicago. 
Would he never get there, would he never be able to still 
this savage growling in his breast? 

A month ago he would have said it was impossible, but 
not for her, he and Betsy would be together and happy. 
But no, Leigh had to rocket into his life, entice him from 
his home and seduce him into wanting more than he had 
any right to. Was not one woman, one wife, cme lover 
enough? And wasn’t Leigh satisfied with having destroyed 
her husband? Was it necessary to wreck him and Betsy 
as well? 

He got up and got a drink of water at the rear of the 
plane. The liquid cleared his ash-dry mouth. This was 
foolish, he realized, this blaming everyone but himself. 
He had gone into the Leigh thing with his eyes wide open. 
She had warned him to stay away and had not made it 
easy for him. 

Each man, he remembered having read somewhere 
once, is his own best friend—and his own worst enemy. 
He deserves the fate he finds and must answer for him¬ 
self on Judgment Day. 

So be it with Clay Gordon. 

It was dawn when the plane landed at Chicago. The 
field was a beehive of scurrying mechanics, and the 
thunder of a dozen planes warming up made the chill 
morning air tremble. Clay had no reservations beyond 
this point and was in a quandary as to his next move 
when a considerate clerk beckoned to him. 

“There is a chance, Mr. Gordon, if you don’t mind a 
wild ride.” 
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“What is it?” 

“A chartered craft carrying a bunch of old alums up 
to Minneapolis for what they call the Big Game.” 

“Put me on it. I don’t care if they’re all madmen.” 

The clerk grinned. ‘T suspect they are. One of their 
number got his skull split open during last night’s soiree 
at the Blackstone. He wanted to come anyway to root the 
team home, but the doctor locked his door. You can have 
his seat. But it’s only fair to warn you that the ship may 
wind up in Lake Michigan—or northern Alberta.” 

‘Tve got to get to St. Paul,” Clay said grimly. 

“It’s your funeral.” The clerk smiled. 

It very nearly was. The whiskey flowed like a river and 
soon the aisle was soaking with spilled drinks and up- 
tossed meals as the old grads lived it up in honor of the 
homecoming game. It baflled Clay how any of them 
expected to see the game at all. College songs and cheers 
rang in his ears. Some of the men did a locomotive, rock¬ 
ing the plane until the pilot came back to dampen their 
spirits. It was even necessary to lock the cabin door to 
prevent the wild ones from trying to take over the controls. 

What was it, Qay wondered, that changed sedate, 
respectable businessmen into juvenile deliquents at the 
very mention of a football game or reunion? These were 
weU-educated, intelligent human beings, the pillars of their 
communities and churches. 

They soon learned that Clay was not in a party mood, 
for after the seventh time he was offered a drink he tossed 
the cupful of liquor into the donor’s face and followed 
it with a mild right to the jaw. The others were so stunned 
they attempted no retribution and kept a safe distance 
after that 

Minneapolis was even more of a shambles than Chicago. 
The alums had taken over completely and were effectively, 
if madly, trying to wreck the city. Buses and taxis were 
at a premium and Qay stood with a score of others, bags 
in hands, in hopeless desperation. At last he hit on some- 
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thin g—something he should have thought of hours before. 

He called Aunt Marta and Uncle Charley in St. PauL 

“Why, Clay,” Betsy’s aunt cried, “what a pleasant sur¬ 
prise. Ibis is indeed homecoming week.” 

“It sure is. Have you seen Betsy?” 

“Not yet,” was the answer, “but I expect we will be¬ 
fore the day is out.” 

“Why? Is she here in town?” 

“Go on now, Qay, stop your teasing. You know she 
is. She called not an hour ago. Said you were still over¬ 
seas and she didn’t expect you for a time yet. This will 
be a surprise to her, too.” 

Day took a deep breath. He was getting close to his 
quarry. “I guess it will. Look, Aunt Martha, where did 
she call from? Is she in St. Paul or where?” 

His heart stopped beating until he heard the answer. 

“She is, you Imow. The little rascal said she drove up 
from Chicago with some friends to see the game. She 
wouldn’t try to get here before the game but would come 
over later on. Couldn’t even tempt her with some of my 
fresh-baked apple pie. How about you. Clay?” 

The old woman was so kind and generous and unsus¬ 
pecting that Qay hated to turn her down. But this was 
more important than apple pie. “Sorry, Aunt Martha. 
You know how wandering husbands are. Have to check 
in with the wife first thing. But I’ll come over as soon as 
I find her.” 

“By all means. We still have that big double bed ujv 
stairs,” she said with a girlish giggle. “So we’ll count on 
you to spend the week. Want to talk with Charley?” 

“Not right now. There’s a bus loading outside and I’d 
better run. See you later.” 

“fin ing to try to find Betsy at the stadium?” 

“Sure. There’s only one, isn’t there?” 

“Yes, but there are ninety thousand p>eople going to it. 
That’s why Charley and I are going to sit here and listen 
on the raio. It should be a good game.” 
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“Yes. Well, see you later.” 

He hung up in the middle of another of her sentences. 
He had not hed. There was a bus at the entrance to the 
terminal and he sprinted for it, bags and all. He was the 
last one in and the door closed on his heels. 

The banners, souvenirs, floats, placards, shakers and 
balloons made a colorful background to the gay throng 
that flocked to the stadium from all directions. Blankets, 
funny hat, flasks, raccoon coats, furred boots—all the 
paraphernalia that go to make up a football crowd. Happy 
voices split the air, with the program vendors shouting 
loudest of all. The tantalizing odor of hot dogs wafted 
past his nostrils, reminding him he was hungry, but he 
dared not leave his post at the main gate for fear of 
missing her. 

Of course, there was always the chance that Betsy 
would go in through any one of the other thirty or forty 
entrances, but that was a gamble he had to take. Even 
so, he could hardly hope to see everyone who went in, 
so thick was the mob. The coeds in heavy coats walked 
by, their faces red and pretty in the crisp breeze, their 
slim legs flashing as they moved on the arms of their 
escorts. Two short-skirted cheerleaders neared him, carry¬ 
ing megaphones and wearing woolen sweaters. They both 
had the smoothly muscled legs of women who exercised 
a great deal. Their hips swayed as they were aware of 
many eyes on them. 

Clay turned away. Something about cute girls, happy 
and laughing, made his throat fill up. 

Then he saw her. 

She was between two men, hands plunged characteris¬ 
tically in her coat pxxjkets. She was bareheaded and the 
wind snatched at her soft hair. She wore low-heeled shoes, 
drinking in the picture she made. Then, just as he was 
about to call out her name, she did a strange thing. 

She broke stride long enough to stand on tiptoe and 
kiss the taller of the two men on the cheek. He laughed 
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and gave her a playful poke on the chin. Betsy clung to 
his arm. The other man regarded the action with a bored 
air that indicated he was quite accustomed to the display. 
She looked so pretty that Clary hesitated a moment. 

Clay’s greeting stopped before it passed his lips. The 
red rage that had threatened to burst out simmered down. 
What could he do? Plunge over there and make a scene 
and start a fight for her in the middle of five thousand 
people? Besides, she looked so gay and happy he didn’t 
have the heart to disturb her. 

In a moment the trio had vanished into the maw of the 
entrance and was lost. Within minutes nearly everyone 
was inside. A band was playing the school songs. All that 
was left outside were the vendors, a few policemen and 
some guards. Loose papers blew idly in the wind and stuck 
to the wire-mesh fences. Overhead, grey clouds obscured 
the sun, and the air grew cooler at once. 

Qay left his spot, bags in hand, and walked toward 
the line of taxicabs along the stadium road. 



Aunt martha and Uncle Charley were nice about it. 
They clucked sympathetically when Qay explained he 
could not find her, saying it was no wonder in that crazy 
mob and that only idiots would go out on a cold day like 
this. Clay listened with only one ear. The other kept 
waiting for the sound ot her step on the porch and her 
cry of greeting. 

They didn’t come. 

True to her promise, Aunt Martha had whipped up an 
enormous apple pie that was absolutely bursting with tart 
sweetness. He ate the succulent pastry and his mouth 
sprang into fountains at the taste. The apples were just 
spicy enough to offset the sugar. The crust melted in his 
mouth. 
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It was such a delightful experience that he almost for¬ 
got about his wife and his mission to St Paul. Uncle 
Charley was listening to the game and cheering the boys 
on. Presently the game was over in a wild burst of shout¬ 
ing and a highly solemn rendition of the Alma Mater. 

With that. Clay became more and more impadent, 
waiting for the phone to ring or the door to open. Dark¬ 
ness fell, street lights flicked on. And no Betsy. By that 
time Aunt Martha began to express concern. Supper was 
a gloomy affair brightened only by Uncle Charley’s re¬ 
description of the game with some acid asides about 
the coaching and downfield blocking. 

“Your room is ready,” Aunt Martha said at eight 
o’clock. “Why don’t you go upstairs and take a nap? I’m 
sure Betsy will arrive any minute. She doesn’t know you’re 
here and probably stay^ with her friends for dinner.” 

Despite the cheery smile on her face, Qay could tell 
the old woman was woried. Betsy was the most depend¬ 
able human being alive, usually. 

Fmally he went up to the warm room on the second 
floor and actually lay down to get some sleep. He must 
have slept, for the next thing he knew Charley was shak¬ 
ing him. 

“Qay. Qay. Wake up.” 

The urgency in his voice chased all sleep away. “What’s 
wrong?” 

“I don’t know. I just answered the phone. It was some 
man I never heard of calling from Minneapolis. Said he 
was with Betsy and suggested I come over and get her. 
In a bar.” 

Clay was moving for the door. “Well, let’s go.” 

“Okay. Okay. I’ll get the car out of the garage. I’ll tell 
you the rest on the way.” 

There wasn’t a great deal to tell. The man said his 
name was Jeff Holden and that Betsy had tried to kill 
herself. 

They found the bar eventually, after Charley had made 
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a couple of wrong turns, trapped himself in a dead end, 
and gotten lost along the waterfront. If he had known 
where to go. Clay would have left the car and run the 
rest of the way. As it was, he had his hand on the 
door-handle as the vehicle slid to a stop. 

It was neither appealing nor forbidding. A white neon 
light blinked endlessly in the darkness of the side street 
The door was artificii knotty pine and the windows were 
' effectively disguised as boards of the wood. The neon light 
invited you in—but the waDs bade you stay out. It was 
called the Elbow Room. 

Without waiting for Charley, Clay left the car on the 
run, racing for the bar. He burst through the door and 
into the smoke-filled gloom. The blare of a jazz combo 
smoke and cheap whiskey attacked his nose. It was packed 
with the after-game weepers and winners. The four-piece 
band was swinging the Notre Dame victory march while 
several couples—and singles—circled the tiny dance floor, 
trying to keep in step by strategic shifts, wriggles and 
quarterback sneaks. 

Qay brushed aside the hat-check girl and moved deeper 
into the chaos. As his eyes became accustomed to the bad 
light he raked the place with them, seeking Betsy. The 
music throbbed irritatingly. 

There she was. At a comer table with the same two 
men of the afternoon. She was slumped forward over 
the table, her hair shielding her eyes and face, elbows 
holding her up. The tall, handsome man had a comfort¬ 
ing arm about her while the other was trying to make 
her take a drink from a shotglass. Oddly enough, no one 
else seemed to be paying any attention to them. Surely 
if there had been violence they would be the center of 
all eyes. And anyone could tell there was something 
strange about the trio in the corner. 

Again Clay had a choice. He could blast his way over 
there, overturning tables, knocking down waiters and 
shouting threats at the top of his lungs. Or he could simply 
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walk over quietly, sit down and ask what was wrong. 

A sixth sense told him that Betsy was being softly hys¬ 
terical—^just the way she held her back and her head. By 
making a big thing of it he would only scare her. 

He took the second course, picking his way between 
the crowded tables and chairs, excusing himself, begging 
pardons, until, abruptly, he was there, looking down her 
back and at the concerned aspect of the black-haired 
man’s handsome face. The man glanced up. 

Anything I can do?” Clay asked softly. 

“Who in hell are you?” die other man, the smaller one, 
snapped. 

“I’m her husband. Do you mind?” 

The pair stared in astonishment obviously in doubt 
as to whether they were being kidded or not. They ex¬ 
changed glances. Betsy’s back stiffened and Clay knew 
she had heard his words. 

“What’s your name?” the young one said. 

“Gordon. What’s yours?” 

“Clay Gordon?” 

“Clay Gordon.” It was an effort not to throw a punch 
or smash a bottle across that supercilious face. His fists 
were clenched in his pockets. His jaws ached and when 
he spoke he spat the words out. 

Relief shone on the young man’s face. “Thank heaven 
you’ve come. Your wife nearly killed herself. She’s been 
asking for you.” He stood up, towering over Clay, and 
placed a friendly arm on his shoulder. 

Clay shook it off. “Killed herself?” he repeated stupidly. 
“She looks all right to me.” Now that he could see her, 
the fantasies faded. In their place was a slowly rising an¬ 
ger that she had put him through such torture to find her. 

“That’s right, Mac,” said the small, pinch-faced man. 
“We were driving across the bridge when all of a sudden 
she said she was sick. So we stopped the car and she got 
out and went to the raU. Next thing we knew she was 
climbing up on top of it, yelling that she didn’t want to 
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live any more. Jeff here managed to grab her just as she 
was takin g the dive.” 

Qay felt as if he had been kicked. 

“After that,” the man went on, “we decided she needed 
some cheering up and that we should call her folks. 
The phone number was in her purse. And this was^ the 
nearest place. No kidding, it’s good to see you here.” He 
paused. “A guy ought to look out for his wife. Matter 
of fact, I stopped her from Jumping off a train a couple 
of days ago.” 

He recited it all in a dry, emotionless voice as if he 
were describing a dull horse race. 

Qay moved into one of the vacant chairs. “Betsy. 
Betsy. It’s me. Gay. Are you all right?” 

Betsy lifted her head and looked at him through r^- 
rimmed, dazed eyes. She did not seem to recognize him 
at first, peering at him as if he were just another humam 
Her lipstick was smeared, her make-up a mess, her hair 
disheveled. The vacancy in her eyes frightened him. Clearly 
she had been through a terrible experience and was still 
caught in the toils of it. 

He touched the back of her hand with his fingers. The 
little pale hand trembled, quivered, and then slowly 
turned over. Their fingers brushed together and then in¬ 
terlaced tentatively. ^ 

As from a great distance her voice murmured. Hello, 

Clay.” 

Clay choked back a sudden rush of tears. Betsy. 
“She’s been pretty sick, Mac,” said the small man. 

Gay turned to look at him, feeling the fury building 
again. “What is your name?” he asked softly. 

“My name is Benny.” 

“Who is this?” Clay asked without looking at the other 

one. . 

“Jeff Holden, but that’s not important. Whats impor¬ 
tant is—” ^ ^ 

“Shut up, Benny,” Gay said. “I know what s unportant 
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What have you been doing to my wife?’* 

“Doing?” Benny echoed. “Just saving her life, that’s 
all. Every hour on the hour. She hitched a ride with us 
on a train and we’ve been taking care of her. Isn’t that 
right, Jeff? Then, as if realizing his responsibility, he 
added, “Look, Jeff, you get on out of here. This guy looks 
like trouble.” 

“Stay where you are, Jeff. For a few days, hey? Travel¬ 
ing together? Making hotel reservations together? Eating 
together? Just a couple of friendly Samaritans tiying to 
help out a poor stranded girl?” 

Jeff Holden said, “I’m afraid you’ve got it all wrong, 
Mr. Gordon. Sure, we’ve been taking care of Betsy. You 
can see she’s sick. We were on the way to her aunt’s when 
she pulled this stunt. But don’t you go making accusations 
at me. I won’t take it. I’m very fond of her and if you were, 
you would have been with her. Benny, I think I’ll leave. 
Meet you at the hotel. Good-bye, Betsy.” He ran his 
hand over her hair and then gave her a playful poke 
on the chin. 

That did it for Clay. He lost all control, stood up and 
slammed his fist into that handsome face. Jeff staggered 
back but not very far because several people had begun 
to take an interest in the proceedings and pushed him 
back into Clay. Clay swung his left and cau^t Jeff just 
about the belt The boy doubled, gasping. Blood streamed 
from his nose. 

Meanwhile Benny was maneuvering to get at Clay 
from the rear with a beer bottle. He raised it and had 
plenty of time to bring its down on Clay’s skull—but he 
waited too long and Clay swung again with the edge of 
his hand and caught Benny under his left ear. Benny 
lurched sideways, tried to retain his balance and then fell 
against a table, scattering glasses and customers. 

The band had stopped playing. Women were scream¬ 
ing. 

“Just a couple of drunks fighting over the game,” some- 
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one hooted “What’s the matter, fella—^your team lose?” 

Qay glared at the speaker and was rewarded by the 
sight of his back slinking away. The manager was elbow¬ 
ing his way through, accompanied by a pair of toughs. 

“What’s going on here?” 

Clay didn’t answer. He bent over Betsy, placed an arm 
around her and lifted her to her feet. Weakly she hung on 
and permited him to lead her through the silent throng 
of bystanders. The look on Clay’s face made the manager 
restrain his eager thugs. A path opened for them. A nerv¬ 
ous, white-faced Uncle Charley was waiting at the door. 

With Betsy between them they headed for the car. 

Clay didn’t hear it, but back in the shambles of the 
bar an exchange was taking place. One of the more bel¬ 
ligerent onlookers was asldng Benny a question as the 
wiry manager crawled to his feet 

“What’s the matter with you, bub? You could have 
clobbered him with that and you didn’t Lx)se your 
nerve?” 

“Brother,” Benny replied, rubbing his neck reflectively, 
“it took more nerve not to hit him, but I had my reasons.” 

‘Yeah?” said the other derisively. “What?” 

“The girl was his wife and sometimes you have to play 
like Dan Cupid in these lovers’ quarrels. I think he’ll ap¬ 
preciate her more now that he has fought for her—and 
won.” He grinned ruefully. “Besides, they look like a won¬ 
derful couple to me . . 

Aunt Martha and Uncle Charley, with the wisdom that 
comes with age, showed admirable restraint in not ask¬ 
ing too many questions or offering too much assistance. 
They knew that this was a private matter—to be handled 
only by Clay and Betsy. All Aunt Martha did was pre¬ 
pare a bowl of hot broth for Betsy, hot coffee for Clay, 
and fix the room. Then she bade them both good-night 
and left. 

After the older couple had gone Qay sat on a straight 
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chair, warming his hands on the cup and watching as 
Betsy greedily devoured the soup. She was still wearing 
her coat, but she shivered with a kind of internal chill. 

He didn’t know where to start. It was such an ineffable 
pleasure just to watch her and be near her that he 
couldn’t think of words to say. But for the fact that she 
was tired and worn, she had not changed very much. 
Her face still had the glow of prettiness he so loved. Her 
figure still curved in the ri^t places. With her feet 
crossed at the ankles she made a very helpless and ap¬ 
pealing picture for his eye. 

At last, with an unladylike sigh, she pushed the bowl 
away. “Whew! Just what the doctor ordered. You can’t 
imagine how long I’ve been yearning for some of Aunt 
Martha’s cooking.” 

“Feel better?” 

“Much.” 

There was between them a slight wariness, an uneasi¬ 
ness reflected in Betsy’s maimer. Not unlike two dogs 
who meet in the street and circle in armed curiosity, they 
were not antagonistic, just inquisitive. 

“Do you want to talk about it?” Clay asked at last 

Betsy closed here eyes briefly. “There’s so much, so 
much. The last week has been like a nightmare. I wouldn’t 
know what to say.” She avoided his gaze and concentrated 
on a polished and peeling fingernail. 

“Don’t then, darling,” Qay murmured, “We can talk 
about it another time. Tomorrow. Do you want to sleep 
now?” 

“Yes. No. I don’t know. I’m tired, but I couldn’t 
sleep. Can’t I talk to you for a little while longer? It’s 
been such a long time.” 

“Of course. But if you get too exhausted just go to bed 
and I’ll go into the other room.” 

Disappointment clouded her features. “What is that 
supposed to mean. Clay?” 

“Nothing, only that I thought you’d—oh, hell, I don’t 
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even know what I’m talking about, Betsy. Fm sorry.” 

“Neither do I,” she whispered feelingly. 

A sense of being in suspended animation held him for 
an instant. Then, feeling as if he were watching someone 
else move, he rose and went to her. She came to her feet. 
He touched her shoulders, and then with fierceness pulled 
her close to him, embracing her with all of his being. 

A pleased moan escaped her lips. “Qay, Qay 
Qay . . .” 

“Betsy, I love you, I love you.” 

“I love you, too. I do. I do.” 

He kissed the salty tears from her cheeks, kissed the 
tip of her little nose and then the familiar softness of her 
mouth. Without taking his lips from hers, he said, “Fve 
been a crazy fool.” 

“Shut up, shut up, just kiss me.” 

So he kissed her, as if finding her for the first time, as 
if kissing for the first time. Running his fingers over her 
silken hair, touching her ears with his lips, caressing her 
neck, feeling the sweet smoothness of her cheeks. 

“How could this happen to us?” he said. “We were 
supposed to be beyond other people, better and smarter 
and more in love. Untouchables. I called us that once, re¬ 
member? The untouchables. No one could come near us 
or between us. Well, I let it happen. I was a damned fool.” 
Revulsion for himself was so strong that he drew away 
from her. 

Betsy pulled him back. “Don’t go away. Not now. You 
aren’t the only damned fool in the house.” 

Her arms around his neck, her slim litheness pressed 
close to him, her face nuzzling his eyes—all made him 
come brilliantly alive, erasing the doubt and loneliness 
and suspicion and dread. Just the proximity of her body 
was like a magic potion to his spirit. This was the same 
Betsy, the same ^^e he had forsaken so long ago. And 
she loved him. Betsy loved himi 

An overwhelming desire to be sweet to her swept him. 
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Love bubbled up and overflowed, washing away the foul¬ 
ness that had once filled his brain. Her mouth was a warm, 
wet place to go for comfort, and he went His hands 
running up and down her back found their way under 
her sweater. He could feel the edge of her slip and the 
straps of her bra and the healthy skin. Betsy shrugged 
off the coat and lifted her arms. Clay did not have to be 
asked twice—^he drew the sweater up and off her arms. 

She was not shivering now. She simply waited, her 
arms at her side, for what he was going to do next. She 
was at his command and will. As he was surrendering to 
her, about to give all his love, she was doing the same 
for him . 

He found the zipper of her skirt and released it Betsy 
stepped out of it daintily. He embraced her then, liking 
the slippery, tacky feel of the nylon slip and the firm 
curves of her body underneath. 

Picking her up gently, he carried her to the bed and 
placed her on it. Then he sat beside her, bending down 
to her again, as though returning to a spring for water. 
Lower, he found the white column of her neck. While he 
was engaged there, Betsy surreptitiously reached up and 
freed some straps. Presently, the warm and lovely globe 
of flesh seared his mouth and he buried his burning face 
between that one and its mate. 

Adoration for this newly revealed body was a living 
thing in him. All the agony he must have put her 
through in the past week welled up, furthering his desire 
to atone for it in any way possible. Deftly and with great 
tenderness, he removed the other things from her—the 
slip, the elasticized panties, the tight-fitting nylons—^until 
she was naked and pure and helpless before him. 

His eyes drank in the feast for a time. She was more 
beautiful than he remembered, more alluring, more prom¬ 
ising. Her lustrous gaze was on him, mutely asking him 
to join her and administer the medication she so badly 
needed. 
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When he did join her, it was with a humility he did not 
know he possessed. To be allowed to return to Betsy’s 
embrace after the way he had betrayed her was worthy 
of his complete and abject capitulation. He ran his hands 
and his mouth over her, trying to refamiliarize himself 
with what he had once known so well. The saucily tilted 
breasts, the swift slope of her ribs to the pure cushion of 
her abdomen, the incredibly soft texture of her thighs. 
An endlessly enchanting mystery—it made him reflect on 
why a woman’s body, this woman’s body, was so much 
more exciting and delicious than a man’s, than his own. 
Something emanated from the very pores, the skin, to com¬ 
municate with his fingertips and his senses. The feel of 
it resembled nothing else on earth and could not be 
simulated. The way he felt now, he wanted to spend 
the rest of his life exploring the beauties of his wife’s 
body. 

TTie slim length of Betsy quivered in an ecstatic, silent 
joy and he joined her in it, wanting to share every tremor 
and shake. They fused together in a brilliance that blinded 
him to everything but the starry light of her beauty and 
her love. His hardness and her softness merged to a mix¬ 
ture of pain and pleasure, rivaling anything either had 
ever experienced . . . 

When Day finally roused himself from the lethargy of 
satiated love he was pleasantly tired. The impossible 
mental strain of the past few days had given way to a 
languorous lassitude. Only one thing maned the joy 
the arm that cradled Betsy’s head was achingly asleep 
and he feared stiffness would set in before long. 

When he moved the limb Betsy was stirred out of her 
sleep. She wakened to his kiss and smiled her wonderful 
smile. “Thank you. Clay.” 

“Thanks for what, pray?” 

“Thanks for being you—^thanks for loving me. I don’t 
deserve it.” 

“Silly,” he murmured, shuting off her words with a 




146 


CHEATING WIVES 


kiss. “If I were to devote the rest of my life to you I 
could never repay you for what you have given me.” 

Tears brimmed over and she turned her head away, 

“Why are you crying?” 

“For being so crazy. I>o you know what I nearly did?” 

“Listen. Don’t talk about it. It’s all over. Like some 
ghastly dream. It didn’t happen.” 

“But I must teU you, darling. I wanted to kill myself, 
to destroy my body for what it had done. And I could not 
bear the thought of a life without you—^you see, I was 
afraid I had lost you, and nothing—^no one—could take 
your place.” 

“You could never lose me. I was the crazy one. How 
long did you think I could delude myself and deceive 
you? I realized within a week that I had made a terrible 
mistake. Now I can light a candle that you had the gen¬ 
erosity to let me come back. If you hadn’t—^well, I sup¬ 
pose I would have gone—off the bridge too—only without 
a couple of jerks to pull me back. Jerks! That’s a good 
one. I curse the men who saved my wife’s life ... my 
life. And I hit them. Tell me who they are and I’ll 
apologize. 

Her lips were softly warm against his, sending tiny lit¬ 
tle slivers of passion deep into his lions. 

“I think they will understand. They weren’t the ogres 
you thought . . . although it did look pretty bad, I must 
confess. Actually the one caUed Benny is a remarkable 
man and I liked him very much. The other—well, Jeff 
is very handsome and very famous, but he is quite used 
to women. One is just like another to him. He has no 
depth. Benny has it all.” 

“How did you get tied up with such a peculiar pair?” 

“It’s a long, horrible tale, but I can make it short. I met 
them on a train—a train, by the way, I almost, left in 
mid-journey—and when they got to Toledo, Benny rec¬ 
ognized I wasn’t myself. He insisted I get off with them 
so he could watch over me. And he did. He kept Jeff 
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away from my room at the hotel for two solid days and 
nights. After we went to Chicago, it was Benny who in¬ 
sisted that they rent a car and drive me up here. So they 
did When we got to St. Paul I was still kind of shaky so 
I called here and told Aunt Martha we were gcung to 
the football game. That was fine with Jeff and Benny and 
they took me.” 

Her voice faded away wistfully. “But I kept wishing 
you were there—you were always so much fun at a foot¬ 
ball game and it was a beautiful day and everyone had a 
wonderful time. Once, I was so carried away by it all I 
imagined Jeff was you and I kissed him—right in public. 
After the game, though, I had that letdown again when 
I realized you weren’t there—or I thought you weren’t— 
and all the fun of the afternoon seemed like such a waste. 
It was as if you were dead. Well, if you were dead for 
me then I wanted to be dead, too.” 

A gain he Stopped the flow of words, catching them in 
his own mouth, letting them ripple over his tongue, swal¬ 
lowing them. The tiny spark ignited by her lips flowed 
down into his body, growing into a surging flame and he 
clasped her nearer, feeling her yield willingly to him. 

“Look, honey,” Clay said presently. “My whole world 
has come apart since you left. I can’t offer you much—^I 
don’t even have a job any longer. And not much money. 
Do you mind remarrying a pauper?” 

“It doesn’t matter,” she breathed huskily. “Nothing mat¬ 
ters as long as you are with me and we’re together. For¬ 
get that old job and that Old Man. Came closer and 
make me part of you and—” 

What he did then made her gasp with ecstasy and she 
pulled him ever nearer and he knew nothing else really 
mattered—they were together at last. 
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They walked all the way down to the Harder Building, 
hand in hand. The day was cloudy and cold but each 
one’s hand in the othei^s kept them warm. Brown leaves 
from the bare trees danced along the sidewalk with them. 
From the park on the left came the shouts of kids playing 
touch football. Clay and Betsy exchanged knowing glances 
and laughed. 

When they reached the building Clay asked Betsy to 
remain in the lobby. “I don’t know what is going to hap¬ 
pen upstairs,” he exjrfained. “I’d rather you waited here 
until I come down.” 

“Whatever you say. Good luck, darling.” They kissed. 

In spite of his clear conscience, he approached the ex¬ 
ecutive floor with a heavy heart. He had not heard from 
Bart Harder since the last fiery meeting. Now to be called 
all the way from St. Paul to the oflSce again—well, he 
was not sure what it meant. The telegram had been signed 
by Hank Nelson. Very possibly it meant good tidings, 
but with a guy like Bart Harder in charge, it might be a 
court order. 

The first thing he noticed was that Doris Mosley was 
no longer at the desk outside Harder’s oflSce. In her place 
was a grimly efficient-looking middle-aged woman who 
had seen better days, but she was tearing through her 
work like a Trojan. Better than Doris had ever done. 

The second thing was that on the glass door there was 
a new name, hartley harder, president, was gone. 
Instead it read henry nelson, president. 

Still digesting this change. Clay told the woman who 
he was and she said to go right in—that Mr. Nelson 
was expecting him. 

Hank bounded to his feet at the sight of him. Of the 
same age, they had always gotten along in the past, al- 
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though far from bosom buddies. It was more of a mutual 
respect, founded on the knowledge that each did his job 
weU. 

“Good to see you. Clay. You look well.” 

“I feel pretty good, Hank. Am I in the right place?” 

Hank chuckled. “That’s right. You weren’t around 
when the peanut butter hit the fan, were you?” They 
shook hands. “Well, we made a few quiet changes around 

here. Like them?” ^ 

“I’m not sure yet Give me time to ^ used to them. 

“You will. Sit down. How’s Betsy?” 

“Magnificent. That answer your question?” 

‘To the letter. Glad to hear it.” Hank lit a pipe. “I 
won’t take up too much of your time right now. I know 
you must be spending these days getting to know your 
wife.” 

“Beats working.” Clay grinned. ^ 

“Which is the topic I want to bring up. Are you?” 

“Working? Not yet. I was canned, remember?” 

“Quite well.” Hank laughed, without elucidating. ‘T 
had my fingers crossed that you hadn’t hooked up with 
the opposition. As soon as word got out that you were 
no longer affiliated here, half-a-dozen outfits were bidding 
for your services—only they couldn’t find you. You don t 
know how relieved I am that you’re unemployed.” 

“A curious reaction from a friend, but you must have 
your reasons.” 

“Good ones. We want you back here. That is, with 
the firm.” 

“What about the Old Man I fail to amuse him.” 

“The Old Man is now just another old man. He dis¬ 
covered he had a chronic case of sleepmg sickness and 
decided to head for the sunshine.” 

“You mean he actually retired? I thought he was going 
to last forever.” 

“So did he. He’s retired to pasture, maybe to stud— 
I don’t know. But he’s no longer in our hair. Wisely or 
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not, the board elected me president. I may not last long, 
but while I’m here I intend to do the best job possible. 
And I can’t do that unless you consent to come back.” 

Qay ran his hands through his hair and shook his head. 
*‘I suspect there is more to this than you’re telling me, 
but I won’t ask you embarrassing questions. You’re 
smart, Hank, and I like you. Furthermore, I trust you. 
Yes, I’d like to work for you.” 

“Where?” 

“Where? Well, wherever you send me. It doesn’t matter. 
The same thing I’ve been doing, if you think I’m good 
enough.” 

“You’re too good for that, Qay. There’s nothing Fd 
rather do than plunk you right down here in the home 
oflSce where we could use your ability and intelligence. 
Now wait. I said that’s what I’d like. But I know you— 
you have to be where things are happening. Well, things 
are happening in Europe. Would you Uke'to head up a 
bureau there?” 

“Me? I’ve never headed up a bureau anywhere. I don’t 
know how to give orders to chambermaids.” 

“In Rome? Good living in Rome.” 

“I can’t speak Italian.” 

“Starts at fifteen thousand a year, which would mean 
the equivalent of twenty thousand there.” 

“I wouldn’t know what to do with all that money.” 

“Betsy would. You would have complete control of hir¬ 
ing and firing and would be free to move about at will 
—^limitless expense account.” 

“But—” 

“A nine-room villa goes with the post.” 

t4J_>» 

“You’ll need a lot of room for your kids to run 
around in.” 

“When do we go?” 

“Are you packed?” 

“We never unpacked.” 
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“Okay. Forty-eight hours. You have reservations on the 
Cristoforo Colombo.*' 

“How do you know?” 

“I made them last week.” 

“Hmram. What do I say now?” 

“Good-bye, and go back to your wife. She must be dy¬ 
ing of suspense by now.” 

“She is. Good-bye, Hank. And thanks.” 

“Thank you. You’re doing me a good turn.” 

They shook hands and Clay left. His head was spinning 
with the rapid unfolding of events. Harder booted out. 
Hank in his place. Himself as a bureau head in the choic¬ 
est spot overseas. Even for a man who had seen situa¬ 
tions change on the turn of a coin, empires topple and 
fortunes vanish, this was a stunning series of events. 

But there was one thing he did not know. At the ele¬ 
vator he turned around and went back to Hank’s oflSce ... 

Betsy did not hide her nervousness when he came down. 
She saw him emerge from the elevator and ran to him. 
“Qay?” she asked, trying to read his face. 

Clay managed to keep the dark frown for nearly two 
seconds before it burst into a broad grin. He told her 
about it as they left the lobby and joined the pedestrians 
of New York. 

Betsy shook her head sadly and said, “Poor Bart,” 
when he told her of the maneuver that had unseated the 
Old Man. She did a little hop-and-skip when he out¬ 
lined the situation in Rome. Jaded New Yorkers turned 
to stare and smile at her. 

The city looked absolutely priceless. The people were 
handsome and beautiful and kind and sweet. The news¬ 
stand vendors were funny clowns and their stands were 
colorful displays of Americana, proof that American 
ingenuity and brains could turn out more than any other 
country and make it better. The taxidrivers were quaint 
characters with whimsical senses of humor; the bus driv¬ 
ers gruff giants who really liked people. 
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It was a beautiful world. 

“Where is Leigh?” Betsy asked suddenly as they were 
standing at a crossing. 

“Ah, yes. Leigh. I was coming to that.” 

“What’s wrong. Clay?” 

“Nothing, it’s just I forgot about her for a few minutes, 
that’s all.” 

“Well, where is she? Was she in the office?” 

“No. I asked Hank—who by the way sends you his 
love—I asked Hank where she was. He said she had 
finally consented to work for the firm ... now that her 
father-in-law is no longer there.”' 

“As what? A stenographer?” 

“Far from it. She insisted on being sent to the Far 
East to be a special correspondent covering the wars over 
there.” 

“Can she do it?” 

“I think so. She can do anything, really anything, she 
wants to do. Hank tried to talk her out of it, then gave 
in because he knows she’s good.” 

“I wish her luck. When did she leave?” 

“She hasn’t left yet. She flies out tomorrow morning.” 

“You’re going to see her, of course.” 

“Of course not.” 

Betsy stopped walking and grabbed his arm. “You 
must. You can’t let her go off like that without seeing 
her and saying good-bye.” 

“We’ve said our good-byes,” he mumbled stubbornly. 

“Not the way I got the story. Where is she? At the 
apartment?” 

“From what Hank says.” 

“Then we’ll go there and youll see her—^without me.” 

“Look, Betsy, don’t be foolish about this. It’s all over. 
Finished, done with, washed-up. It was fun while it lasted, 
but there is no need to rake over the coals.” 

But she was determined to have her way. She flagged 
a cruising cab and pushed Clay in. She gave the address 
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of the Park Avenue duplex and settled back. Cla/s en¬ 
trails churned with discomfort. He tried to persuade her 
that she was behaving like someone in a melodrama, 
accusing her of stirring up intrigue. But she was adamant 
and wouldn’t listen to him. 

When the cab pulled up at the canopied entrance, she 
had to push him out He stumbled over to the doorman. 

In answer to his question the doorman said, “Sorry, 
Mr. Gordon, but Mrs. Harder is out” 

Relief flooded him. But when the dooman added, 
“She’s out with the dogs,” the tenseness rushed in again. 
“At the park, I imagine.” 

“She’s gone,” Clay told Betsy. 

“Where?” 

“To the park.” 

“Follow her. I’ll wait.” She sat smiling primly. “Get 
along.” 

Yes, she would be in the park on a day like this. She 
was made for it He walked steadily over to Fifth Avenue, 
crossed it and then followed the asphalt footpath. He knew 
where she would be. With each step, worry left him. He 
was not afraid of meeting her now. 

The afternoon wind snapped at his coat. In the air 
was the delicious odor of burning leaves that tantalized 
him as much as a good steak. The bare branches of the 
trees scraped each other in a kind of song of nature. 
The sounds of the city receded and it seemed he was 
in the middle of a wooded grove. Leaves fluttered in 
hopeless indirection. Overhead, the fat grey clouds rode 
fast in the sky. 

He saw her at the tree. 

The dogs were moving around, sniffing at the bushes, 
examining the trees. Ears erect and tails wagging gently, 
they made a beautiful pair. 

Leigh was at the same tree, tapping the lower branch 
with her leather leader. She wore plaid slacks, a short 
jacket and no hat. Her back was to him and he marveled 
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I once more at the incredible perfection of her body. Her 
slim waist, her smoothly turned hips faintly divided under 
the taut plaid. What she wore underneath made ridge 
lines in her slacks. 

It was a lovely back. 

As he neared her the dogs looked up, recognized him 
and came to him without barking. He patted them ab¬ 
sently, running his fingers through their thick, furry ruffs. 
Still, Leigh didn’t turn. She didn’t turn even when he 
spoke to her. 

“Fine dogs you have.” 

Her shoulders stiffened at the words. The leather thong 
no longer rapped on the branch of the tree. It paused in 
mid-air. Then slowly it came down to rest on the wood. 

“Yes,” came her voice distantly. “Do you like dogs?” 

“Some. I used to have a shepherd myself but it was— 

“Just a shepherd,” she finished. 

Then she turned and looked at him. Her face was 
in repose. It was lovely and calm. Her eyes were wide 
and watchful, her mouth two rosepetals. The texture of 
her skin was so pore and fine he wanted to touch it to 
see if it were real. The wind had made a pretty tangle 
of her hair. 
b^r/'Hello, Clay.” 

“Hello, Leigh.” 

“I had to see you, Leigh. You know that, don’t you?” 

“Yes, I knew it. I hoped you would come." 

Her jacket was open and his eyes flicked for an instant 
to the swellings of the incomparable breasts that jutted 
firmly into the sweater. Once he had known those breasts 
and those hips and that— 

“I’ve been to see Hank Nelson.” 

I “I’m glad. He said you were coming. It’s a good thing, 

I Qay.” 

“And you? You are doing the best thing?” 

I " “I think so. It is something I have to do. My life has 
^ been full of nothings for so long that I had to fill it— 
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and do something good with it. If I can do this, if I can 
go where people are fighting and dying for something 
important, and then tell the world about it, perhaps I 
can erase my empty years.” 

“They haven’t been empty.” 

“They have. All except for a few days.” She looked 
away from him. “Except for a few days.” 

“It’s longer than a few days. They’ll last forever, 
Leigh.” 

“I know. They saved my life.” 

“And gave me an insight into beauty and truth. I won’t 
forget them.” 

“Thank you for that.” 

“You may die over there. Correspondents get killed.” 

“I know that. I’m not afraid to die. I have thought of 
it many times. And should I die—^well, better death there 
than empty life here.” 

He had to touch her. And he did, placing his hands 
on her arms and looking into her eyes. There was no 
pain there, no regrets, no phantoms. Just clanty and 
purity and a sureness of purpose. 

“Are you happy, Leigh?” 

“I’ve never been happier. They’re going to let me take 
my dogs with me.” 

The dogs looked up and cocked their ears. 

“I’ll miss you, Lei^.” 

“Not for long. I’m not worth missing.” 

He kissed her then, drawing her close and bringing his 
mouth down on hers. Her lithe, resilient body came 
against him without reluctance and he felt the flat smooth¬ 
ness of her loins against his, the length of her thighs, the 
indescribable pressure of her breasts. Her scent rose to 
his nostrils and he sniffed her hair. 

“I love you. Clay. Do you know that? Do you know 
I’ll always love you?” 

“Yes, I know. And I thank you. You didn’t have to 
say it” 
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“Yes, I did. Fm proud of it.” 

How could he answer her? Could lie speak of what 
was in his heart for her and say it was love? Would that 
be fair to her? i 

“Where is Betsy?” | 

“She’s waiting for me.” 

“Then go to her. Don’t make her wait any longer. 
And Clay . . .” 

“Yes, Leigh.” 

“Kiss her for me . . 

“I wUl.” 

He turned then and walked down the path. He was 
aware that the dogs were eying him curiously as if not 
understanding why he was walking away without looking 
back, without saying a word of farewell. He scuffed 
through the leaves and listened to the branches. The wind 
was chill and he pulled his coat closer about him. 

The cab was waiting at the apartment building, its 
meter happily ticking away. Betsy was inside. When she 
opened the door for him she smiled and said, “Thank you 
for coming back to me.” 


THE END 
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UNFAITHFUL 


W/CKfD— that wos the word for the free-ond* 
easy life Betsy and Clay Gordon suddenly 
/ found themselves pursuing in the heart of 

ManhattanI They had arrived a pair of inno¬ 
cents. But quickly they slipped into the riotous 
eroticism of the big city, where it seemed 
husbands could get away with anything^and 
so could wives. 

Take Joyce, the come/y wife of Bart Harder. 

Joyce sought strange iove — the odd, the 
perverse. . . . 

Or consider young Leigh, who loved dogs and 
freedom. She shamelessly seduced Cloy while 
^ Befsy^s beoutiful back was turned. ... j 

I Or look at Betsy hersetff affainmg undreamed- V 

of transports of pleasure following the prac- 
I treed temptations of Joyce^s husband — who 

also happened to be Clay's boss.. . 

1 

I 

[__ _ 


Elsewhere in the nation, unfaithful wives 
might be condemned. But here in New York, 
Betsy learned, not only were they tolerated, 
they were rewarded in ways quite unexpected! 

A NOVEL OF INFIDELITY IN THE BIG CITY 
FROM THE DARING PEN OF BARRY DEVLIN. 
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